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PART II 

"Alai I thtre is na ituHnet like the heart— 

The Heart— mAui may be iroieti: ki^fy tkeyt 
Thrice fortunate ! tuhe of that fragile mould. 
The pricieut perctlain of human day. 
Break with the first fall : thfy can ne'er behoU 
The long year linked leilh heavy day m day. 
And all vrhiei must he home, and nevir told," 
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CHAPTER XV 

"y'^AN you stand this heat?" said Lucy, 

I anxiously. 

^•— ' " Oh, it will soon be cooler," was Elea- 
nor's languid reply. 

She and Lucy sat side by side in a large and 
ancient landau ; Mrs, Burgoyne's maid, Marie V^ 
four, was placed opposite to them, a little sulky 
and silent. On the box, beside the driver of the 
lean brown horses, was a bright -eyed, neatly 
dressed youth who was going with the ladies to 
Torre Amiata. 

They had just left the hill-town of Orvieto, bad 
descended rapidly into the valley lying to the 
southwest of its crested heights, and were now 
mounting again on the farther side. As they 
climbed higher and higher Lucy, whose atten- 
tion had been for a time entirely absorbed by 
the weariness of the frail woman beside her, 
began to realize that they were passing through 
a scene of extraordinary beauty. Her eyes, which 
bad been drawn and anxious, relaxed. She looked 
round her with a natural and rising joy. 
To their left, as the road turned in zigzag to 
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the east, was the marvellous town which the 
traveller who has seen Palestine likens to Jeru- 
salem, so steep and high and straight is the crest 
of warm brown and orange precipice on which it 
stands, so deep the valleys round it, so strange 
and complete the fusion between the city and 
the rock, so conspicuous the place of the great 
Cathedral, which is Orvieto, as the Temple was 
Zion. 

It was the sixth of June, and the day had been 
very hot. The road was deep in thick white dust. 
The fig-trees and vines above the growing crops 
were almost at a full leafiness; scarlet poppies grew 
thick among the corn ; and at the dusty edges of 
the road, wild roses of a color singularly vivid and 
deep, the blue flowers of love-in-a-mist, and some 
spikes of wine-colored gladiolus struck strangely 
on a northern eye. 

Then as the road turned back again — behold ! 
a great valley, opening out westward, beyond Or- 
vieto, — the valley of the Paglia ; a valley with 
wooded hills on either side, of a bluish -green 
color, checkered with hill-towns and slim campa- 
niles and winding roads ; and binding it all in 
one, the loops and reaches of a full brown river. 
Heat everywhere ! — on the blinding walls of the 
buildings, on the young green of the vineyards, 
on the yellowing corn, on the beautiful ragged 
children running barefoot and bareheaded beside 
the carriage, on the peasants working among the 
vines, on the drooping heads of the horses, on the 
brick-red face of the driver. 
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" If madame had only stayed at Orvieto !" mur- 
mured Marie the maid, looking back at the city 
and then at her mistress. 

Eleanor smiled faintly and tapped the girl's 
hand. 

" Rassure-tott Marie ! Remember how soon we 
made ourselves comfortable at the villa." 

Marie shook her much becurled h :ad. Because 
it had taken them three months to make the 
Marinata villa decently habitable, was that any 
reason for tempting the wilderness again ? 

Lucy, too, had her misgivings. Nominally she 
was travelling, she supposed, under Eleanor Bur- 
goyne's chaperonage. Really she was the guar- 
dian of the whole party, and she was conscious 
of a tender and anxious responsibility. Already 
they had been delayed a whole week in Orvieto 
by Eleanor's prostrate state. She had not been 
dangerously ill ; but it had been clearly impos- 
sible to leave doctor and chemist behind and 
plunge into the wilds. So they had hidden them- 
selves in a little Italian inn in a back street, and 
the days had passed somehow. 

Surely this hot evening and their shabby car- 
riage and the dusty unfamiliar road were all 
dream-stuS — an illusion from which she was to 
wake directly and find herself once more in her 
room at Marinata, looking out on Monte Cavo ? 

Yet as this passed across Lucy's mind, she fell 

again upon her face the coot morning wind, as 

she and Eleanor fled down the Marinata hill in 
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the early sunlight, between six and seven o'clock, 
—through the streets of Albano, already full and 
busy, — along the edge of that strange green 
crater of Aricia, looking up to Pio Nono's great 
viaduct, and so to Cecdiina, the railway station 
in the plain. 

An escape ! — nothing else ; planned the night 
before when Lucy's strong common -sense had 
told her that the only chance for her own peace 
and Eleanor's was to go at once, to stop any 
further development of the situation, and avoid 
any fresh scene with Mr. Mantsty. 

She thought of the details — the message left 
for Aunt Pattie that they had gone into Rome 
to shop before the heat ; then the telegram " Ur- 
gente," despatched to the villa after they were 
sure that Mr, Manisty must have safely left it 
for that important field day of his clerical and 
Ultramontane friends in Rome, in which he was 
pledged to take part ; then the arrival of the 
startled and bewildered Aunt Pattie at the small 
hotel where they were in hiding — her conferences 
— first with Eleanor, then with Lucy. 

Strange little lady. Aunt Pattie! How much 
had she guessed ? What had passed between her 
and Mrs, Burgoyne ? When at last she and Lucy 
stood together hand in hand, the girl's sensitive 
spirit had divined in her a certain stiffening, a 
certain diminution of that constant kindness 
which she bad always shown her guest. Did 
Aunt Pattie blame her? Had she cherished her 
own views and secret hopes for her nephew and 
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Mrs. Burgoyne ? Did she feel that Lucy had in 
some way unwarrantably and ambitiously inter- 
fered with them ? 

At any rate, Lucy had divined the unspoken 
inference "You must have given him encour- 
agement !" and behind it — perhaps ? — the secret 
ineradicable pride of family and position that 
held her no fitting match for Edward Manisty. 
Lucy's inmost mind was still sore and shrinking 
from this half-hour's encounter with Aunt Pattie. 

But she had not shown it. And at the end of 
it Aunt Pattie had kissed her ruefully with tears 
— " It's very good of you ! You'll take care of 
Eleanor !'* 

Lucy could hear her own answer — " Indeed, in- 
deed, I will!" — and Aunt Pattie's puzzled cry, 
" If only some one would tell me what I'm to do 
with him !" 

And then she recalled her own pause of won- 
der as Aunt Pattie left her — beside the hotel 
window, looking into the narrow side street. Why 
was it "very good of her"? — and why, neverthe- 
less, was this dislocation of all their plans felt to 
be somehow her fault and responsibility? — even 
by herself ? There was a sudden helpless incli- 
nation to laugh over the topsy-turviness of it all. 

And then her heart had fluttered in her breast, 
stabbed by the memory of Eleanor's cry the night 
before. " It is of no use to say that you know 
nothing— that he has said nothing. / know. If 
you stay, he will give you no peace — his will is 
indomitable. But if you go, he will guess my 
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part in it. I shall not have the physical strength 
to conceal it — and he can be a hard man when 
he is resisted ! What am I to do? I would go 
home at once— but — I might die on the way. 
Why not ?" 

And then — in painful gasps— the physical sit- 
uation had been revealed to her — the return of 
old symptoms and the reappearance of arrested 
disease. The fear of the physical organism alter- 
nating with the despair of the lonely and aban- 
doned soul, — never could Lucy forget the horror 
of that hour's talk, outwardly so quiet, as she sat 
holding Eleanor's hands in hers, and the flood- 
gates of personality and of grief were opened be- 
fore her. 

Meanwhile the patient, sweating horses climbed 
and climbed. Soon they were at the brow of the 
hill, and looking back for their last sight of Or- 
vieto. And now they were on a broad table-land, 
a bare, sun-baked region where huge flocks c^ 
sheep, of white, black, and brown goats wandered 
with ragged shepherds over acres of burned and 
thirsty pasture. Here and there were patches 
of arable land and groups of tilling peasants in 
the wide untidy expanse ; once or twice too an 
osteria, with its bush or its wine-stained tables 
under the shadow of its northern wall. But 
scarcely a farm-house. Once indeed a great build- 
ing like a factory or a workhouse, in the midst 
of wide sun-beaten fields. " Ecco ! la fattoria," 
said the driver, pointing to it. And once a 
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strange group of underground dwellings, their 
chimneys level with the surrounding land, whence 
wild swarms of troglodyte children rushed up 
from the bowels of the earth to see the carriage 
pass and shriek for soldi. 

But the beauty of the sun-scorched upland was 
its broom ! Sometimes they were in deep tufa 
lanes, like English lanes, save for their walls 
and canopies of gold ; sometimes they journeyed 
through wide barren stretches, where only broom 
held the soil against all comers, spreading in 
sheets of gold beneath the dazzling sky. Large 
hawks circled overhead ; in the rare woods the 
nightingales were loud and merry ; and gold- 
finches were everywhere. A hot, lonely, thirsty 
land — the heart of Italy — where the rocks are 
honeycombed with the tombs of that mysterious 
Etruscan race, the Melchisedeck of the nations, 
coming no one knows whence, " without father 
and without mother " — a land which has to the 
west of it the fever-stricken Maremma and the 
heights of the Amiata range, and to the south 
the forest country of Viterbo. 

Eleanor looked out upon the road and the fields 
with eyes that faintly remembered, and a heart 
held now, as always, in the grip of that tempo 
felke which was dead. 

It was she who had proposed this journey. 
Once in late November she and Aunt Pattie and 
Manisty had spent two or three days at Oriveto 
with some Italian friends. They had made the 
journey back to Rome, partly by vetturino^ driv- 
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ing from Orvieto to Bolsena and Viterbo, and 
spending a night on the way at a place of remote 
and enchanting beauty vbich bad left a deep 
mark on Eleanor's imagination. They owed the 
experience to their Italian friends, acquaintances 
of the great proprietor whose agent gave the 
whole party hospitality for the night ; and as 
they jogged on through this June heat she re- 
called with bitter longing the bright November 
day, the changing leaves, the upland air, and 
Manisty's delight in the strange unfamiliar coun- 
try, in the vast oak woods above the Faglia, and 
the marvellous church at Monte Fiascone. 

But it was not the agent's house, the scene of 
their former stay, to which she was now guiding 
Lucy. When she and Manisty, hurrying out for 
an early walk before the carriage started, had ex- 
plored a corner of the dense oak woods below the 
palazso on the hill, they had come across a de- 
serted convent, with a contadino's family in one 
corner of it, and a ruinous chapel with a couple 
of dim frescoes attributed to Pinturicchio. 

How well she remembered Manisty's rage over 
the spoliation of the convent and the ruin of the 
chapel ! He had gone stalking over the deserted 
place, raving against " those brigands from Sa- 
voy," and calculating how much it would cost to 
buy back the place from the rascally Municipio 
of Orvieto, to whom it now belonged, and return 
it to its former Carmelite owners. 

Meanwhile Eleanor had gossiped with the 

massaja, or farmer's wife, and had found out that 
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there were a few habitable rooms in the convent 
still, roughly furnished, and that in summer, peo- 
ple of a humble sort came there sometimes from 
Orvieto for coolness and change — the plateau 
being 3000 feet above the sea. Eleanor had in* 
quired if English people ever came. 

"IngUsi / no! — mat Inglesi" said the woman 
in astonishment. 

The family were, however, in some sort of con- 
nection with an hotel proprietor at Orvieto, 
through whom they got their lodgers. Eleanor 
had taken down the name and all particulars in 
a fit of enthusiasm for the beauty and loneliness 
of the place. " Suppose some day we came here 
to write?" Manisty had said vaguely, looking 
round him with regret as they drove away. The 
mere suggestion had made the name of Torre 
Amiata sweet to Eleanor thenceforward. 

Was it likely that he would remember ? — that 
he would track them ? Hardly. He would surely 
think that in this heat they would go northward. 
He would not dream of looking for them in Italy. 

She too was thinking of nothing — nothing ! — 
but the last scenes at the villa and in Rome, as 
the carriage moved along. The phrases of her 
letter to Manisty ran through her mind. Had 
they made him her lasting enemy ? The thought 
was like a wound draining blood and strength. 
But in her present state of jealous passion it was 
more tolerable than that other thought which 
was its alternative — the thought of Lucy sur- 
rendered, Lucy in her place. 
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" Lucy Foster is with me," she had written. 
" We wish to be together for a while before she 
goes back to America. And that we may be 
quite alone, we prefer to give no address for a 
few weeks. I have written to papa to say that I 
am going away for a time with a friend, to rest 
and recruit. You and Aunt Pattie could easily 
arrange that there should be no talk and no gos- 
sip about the matter. I hope and think you will. 
Of course if we are in any strait or difficulty we 
shall communicate at once with our friends." 

How had he received it ? Sometimes she 
thought of his anger and disappointment with 
terror, sometimes with a vindictive excitement 
that poisoned all her being;. Gentleness turned 
to bate and violence, — was it of that in truth, 
and not of that heart mischief to which doctors 
gave long names, that Eleanor Burgoyne was 
dying ? 

They had turned into a wide open space crossed 
by a few wire fences at vast intervals. The land 
was mostly rough pasture, or mere sandy rock 
and scrub. In the glowing west, towards which 
they journeyed, rose far purple peaks peering 
over the edge of the great table -land. To the 
east and south vast woods closed in the horizon. 

The carriage left the main road and entered 
an ill-defined track leading apparently through 
private property. 

"Ah! I remember!" cried Eleanor, starting 
up. "There is \.h.epala2S0 — and the village." 
3S0 
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In front of them, indeed, rose an old villa of 
the Renaissance, with its long flat roofs, its fine 
loggia, and terraced vineyards. A rude village 
of gray stone, part it seemed of the tufa rocks 
from which it sprang, pressed round the villa, in- 
vaded its olive-gardens, crept up to its very walls. 
Meanwhile the earth grew kinder and more fer- 
tile. The vines and figs stood thick again among 
the green corn and flowering lucerne. Peasants 
streaming home from work, the men on donkeys, 
the women carrying their babies, met the car- 
riage and stopped to stare after it, and talk. 

Suddenly from the ditches of the road-side 
sprang up two martial figures. 

" Carabinteri !" cried Lucy in delight. 

She had made friends with several members 
of this fine corps on the closely guarded roads 
about the Alban lake, and to see them here gave 
her a sense of protection. 

Bending over the side of the carriage, she 
nodded to the two handsome brown-skinned fel- 
lows, who smiled back at her. 

" How far," she said, " to Santa Trinita ?" 

"i7« miglio grasso (a good mile), Signorina. 
& tutto. But you are late. They expected you 
half an hour ago." 

The driver took this for reproach, and with a 
shrill burst of defence pointed to his smoking 
horses. The Carabinieri laughed, and diving into 
the field, one on either side, they kept up with 
the carriage as it neared the village. 

" Why, it is like coming home !" said Lucy, 
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vondering. And indeed they were nov sur- 
rounded by the whole village population, just 
returned from the fields — pointing, chattering, 
laughing, shouting friendly directions to the 
driver. " Santa Trinita !" " Ecco ! — Santa Trin- 
ita !" sounded on all sides, amid a forest of ges- 
ticulating hands. 

" How could they fenow ?" said Eleanor, looking 
at the small crowd with startled eyes. 

Lucy spoke a word to the young man on the 
box 

" They knew, he sajrg, as soon as the carriage 
was ordered yesterday. Look! there are the 
telegraph wires ! The whole country-side knows I 
They are greatly excited by the coming oi fores- 
tieri — especially at this time of year." 

" Oh ! we can't stay !" said Eleanor with a little 
moan, wringing her hands. 

" It's only the country people," said Lucy ten- 
derly, taking one of the hands in hers. " Did 
you see the Contessa when you were here be* 
fore ?" 

And she glanced up at the great yellow mass 
of th^palasso towering above the little town, the 
sunset light flaming on its long western face. 

"No. She was away. And the fattore who 
took us in left in January. There is a new man." 

" Then it's quite safe !" said Lucy in French. 
And her kind deep eyes looked steadily into 
Eleanor's, as though mutely cheering and sup- 
porting her. 

Eleanor unconsciously pressed her hand upon 
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her breast. She was looking round her in a sud- 
den anguish of memory. For, now they were 
through the village, they were descending — they 
were in the woods. Ah ! the white walls of the 
convent — the vacant windows in its ruined end 
— and at the gate of the rough farm-yard that 
surrounded it the stalwart capoccia, the grinning, 
harsh-featured wife that she remembered. 

She stepped feebly down upon the dusty road. 
When her feet last pressed it, Manisty was beside 
her, and the renewing force of love and joy was 
filling all the sources of her being. 
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CHAPTER XVI 

" ^^^AU you bear it ? Can you be comfort- 

I able ?" said Lucy, in some dismay. 

V»*^ They were in one of the four or five 
bare rooms that had been given up to them. A 
bed with a straw palliasse, one or two broken 
chairs, and bits of worm - eaten furniture filled 
what had formerly been one of a row of cells 
running along an upper corridor. The floor was 
of brick and very dirty. Against the wall a tat- 
tered canvas, a daub of St. Laurence and his 
gridiron, still recalled the former uses of the 
room. 

They had given orders for a few comforts to 
be sent out from Orvieto, but the cart convey- 
ing them had not yet arrived. Meanwhile Marie 
was crying in the next room, and the contadina 
was looking on astonished and a little sulky. 
The people who came from Orvieto never com- 
plained. What was wrong with the ladies? 

Eleanor looked around her with a faint smile. 

" It doesn't matter," she said under her breath. 
Then she looked at Lucy. 

"What care we take of you! How well we 
look after you !" 
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And she dropped her head on her hands in 
a fit of hysterical laughter — very near to sobs. 

" I !" cried Lucy. "As if I couldn't sleep any- 
where, and eat anything ! But you — that's an- 
other business. When the cart comes, we can 
fix you up a little better — but to-night !" 

She looked, frowning, round the empty room. 

"There is nothing to do anything with — or I'd 
set to work right away." 

" Ecco, Signora !" said the farmer's wife. She 
carried triumphantly in her hands a shaky car- 
pet-chair, the only article of luxury apparently 
that the convent provided, 

Eleanor thanked her, and the woman stood 
with her hands on her hips, surveying them. 
She frowned, but only because she was thinking 
hard how she could somehow propitiate these 
strange beings, so well provided, as it seemed, 
with superfluous lire. 

" Ah !" she cried suddenly ; " but the ladies 
have not seen our bella vista! — our loggia I 
Santa Madonna ! but I have lost my senses I 
Signorina ! venga — venga lei." 

And beckoning Lucy she pulled open a door 
that had remained unnoticed in the corner of the 
room. 

Lucy and Eleanor followed. 

Even Eleanor joined her cry of delight to 
Lucy's. 

" Ecco !" said the massaja proudly, as though 
the whole landscape were her chattel, — " Monte 
Amiata ! Selvapendente — the Faglia — does the 
2B 38s 
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Signora See the bridge down there ? — veda Ui, 
aader Selvapendente ? Those forests on the 
mountaia there — they belong all to the Casa 
Guerrini — tutto, tutto! as far as the Signorina 
can see ! And that httle house there, on the hill 
— that casa di caccia — that was poor Don Emilio's, 
that was killed in the war." 

And she chattered on, in 3. patois not always 
intelligible, even to Eleanor's trained ear, about 
the widowed Contessa, her daughter, and her son ; 
about the new roads that Don Emilio had made 
through the woods ; of the repairs and rebuild- 
ing at the Villa Guerrini — all stopped since 
bis death ; of the Sindaco of Selvapendente, 
who often came up to Torre Amiata for the 
summer ; of the nuns in the new convent just 
built there under the hill, and their fattore, — 
whose son was with Don Emilio after he was 
wounded, when the poor young man implored 
his own men to shoot him and put him out of his 
pain — who had stayed with him till he died, and 
had brought his watch and pocket-book back to 
the Contessa 

" Is the Contessa here?" said Eleanor, looking 
at the woman with the strained and startled air 
that was becoming habitual to her, as though 
each morsel of passing news only served some- 
how to make life's burden heavier. 

But certainly the Contessa was here! She 
and Donna Teresa were always at the villa. 
Once they used to go to Rome and Florence 
part of the year, but now — no more I 
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A sudden uproar arose from below— of crying 
children and barking dogs. The woman tbrev 
up her bands. " What are they doing to me with 
the baby 7" she cried, and disappeared. 

Lucy went back to fetch the carpet-chair. She 
caught up also a couple of Florentine silk blank* 
ets that were among their wraps. She laid them 
on the bricks of the loggia, found a rickety table 
in Eleanor's room, her travelling-bag, and a 
shawl. 

" Don't take such trouble about me !" said 
Eleanor, almost piteously, as Lucy established 
her comfortably in the chair, with a shawl over 
her knees and a book or two beside her. 

Lucy with a soft little laugh stooped and kissed 
her. 

" Now I must go and. dry Marie's tears. Then 
I shall dive down-stairs and discover the kitchen. 
They say they've got a cook, and the dinner '11 
soon be ready. Isn't that lovely ? And I'm sure 
the cart '11 be here directly. It's the most beau- 
tiful place I evei saw in my life !" said Lucy, 
clasping her hands a moment in a gesture familiar 
to her, and turning towards the great prospect of 
mountain, wood, and river. " And it's so strange 
— so strange ! It's like another Italy ! Why, 
these woods — they might be just in a part of 
Maine I know. You can't see a vineyard — not 
one. And the air — isn't it fresh ? Isn't it love- 
ly? Wouldn't you guess you were three thou- 
sand feet up ? I just know this — we're going to 
make you comfortable. I'm going right down 
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now to send that cart bact to Orvieto for a lot of 
things. And you're going to get ever, ever so 
much better, aren't you ? Say you will !" 

The girl fell on her knees beside Eleanor, and 
took the other's thin hands into her own. Her 
face, thrown back, had lost its gayety; her 
mouth quivered, 

Eleanor met the girl's tender movement dry- 
eyed. For the hundredth time that day she asked 
herself the feverish, torturing question — " Does 
she love him ?" 

" Of course I shall get better," she said lightly, 
stroking the girl's hair; "or if not — what mat- 
ter?" 

Lucy shook her head. 

" You must get better," she said in a low, de- 
termined voice. " And it must all come right." 

Eleanor was silent. In her own heart she 
knew more finally, more irrevocably every hour 
that for her it would never come right. But how 
say to Lucy that her whole being hung now — not 
on any hops for herself, but on the fierce resolve 
that there should be none for Manisty ? 

Lucy gave a long sigh, rose to her feet, and 
went off to household duties. 

Eleanor was left alone. Her eyes, bright with 
fever, fixed themselves, unseeing, on the sunset 
sky, and the blue, unfamiliar peaks beneath it. 

Cheerful sounds of rioting children and loud- 
voiced housewives came from below. Presently 
there was a distant sound of wheels, and the 
carro from Orvieto appeared, escorted by the 
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whole village, who watched its unpacking with 
copious comment on each article, and a perpetual 
scuffling for places in the front line of observation. 
Even the padre parroco and the doctor paused 
as they passed along the road, and Lucy as she 
flitted about caught sight of the smiling young 
priest, in his flat broad-brimmed hat and caped 
soutane, side by side with the meditative and 
gloomy countenance of the doctor, who stood 
with his legs apart, smoking like a chimney. 

But Lucy had no time to watch the crowd. 
She was directing the men with the carro where 
to place the cooking-stove that had been brought 
from Orvieto, in the dark and half-ruinous kitch- 
en on the lower floor of the convent; marvelling 
the while at the risotto and the polio that the 
local artist, their new cook, the sister of the far- 
mer's wife, was engaged in producing, out of ap- 
parently nothing in the way either of fire or 
tools. She was conferring with Cecco the little 
man-servant, who, with less polish than Alfredo, 
but with a like good -will, was running hither 
and thither, intent only on pleasing his ladies, 
and on somehow finding enough spoons and 
forks to lay a dinner-table with ; or she was al- 
ternately comforting and laughing at Marie, 
who was for the moment convinced that Italy 
was pure and simple Hades, and Torre Amiata 
the lowest gulf thereof. 

Thus — under the soft, fresh evening — the whole 

forlorn and ruinous building was once more alive 

with noise and gayety, with the tread of men car- 
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rying packages, with the fun of skirmishing chil- 
dren, with the cries of the coolc and Cecco, with 
Lucy's stumbling yet sweet Italian. 

Eleanor only was alone — but how terribly 
alone! 

She sat where Lucy bad left her — motionless 
— her hands hanging listlessly. She had been 
always thin, but in the last few weeks she had 
become a shadow. Her dress had lost its old 
perfection, though its carelessness was still the 
carelessness of instinctive grace, of a woman who 
could not throw on a shawl or a garden-hat with- 
out a natural trick of hand, that held even 
through despair and grief. The delicacy and 
emaciation of the face had now gone far beyond 
the bounds of beauty. It spoke of disease, and 
drew the pity of the passer-by. 

Her loneliness grew upon her — penetrated and 
pursued her. She could not resign herself to it. 
She was always struggling with it, beating it 
away, as a frightened child might struggle with 
the wave that overwhelms it on the beach. A 
few weeks ago she had been so happy, so rich in 
friends — the world had been so warm and kind ! 

And now it seemed to her that she had no 
friends ; no one to whom she could turn ; no 
one she wished to see, except this girl — this girl 
she had known barely a couple of months — by 
whom she had been made desolate ! 

She thought of those winter gatherings in 

Rome which she had enjoyed with so keen a 

pleasure ; the women she had liked, who had 
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liked her in return, to vhom her eager wish to 
love and be loved had made her delightful. 
But beneath her outward sweetness she carried 
a proud and often unsuspected reserve. She 
had made a confidante of no one. That her re- 
lation to Manisty was accepted and understood 
in Rome ; that it was regarded as a romance, 
with which it was not so much ill-natured as ri- 
diculous to associate a breath of scandal — a ro- 
mance which all kind hearts hoped might end as 
most of such things should end— all this she knew. 
She had been proud of her place beside him, 
proud of Rome's tacit recognition of her claim 
upon him. But she had told her heart to nobody. 
Her wild scene with Lucy stood out unique, un- 
paralleled in the story of her life. 

And now there was no one she craved to see — 
not one. With the instinct of the stricken ani- 
mal she turned from her kind. Her father? 
What had he ever been to her ? Aunt Pattie ? 
Her very sympathy and pity made Bleanor 
thankful to be parted from her. Other kith and 
kin? No! Happy, she could have loved them ; 
miserable, she cared for none of them. Her un- 
lucky marriage had numbed and silenced her for 
years. From that frost the waters of life had 
been loosened, only to fail now at their very 
source. 

Her whole nature was one wound. At the mo- 
ment when, standing spellbound in the shadow, 
she had seen Manisty stooping over the uncon- 
scious Lucy, and had heard his tender breathless 
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words, the sword had fallen, dividiog the very 
roots of being. 

And now — strange irony! — the only heart on 
which she leaned, the only hand to which she 
clung, were the heart and the hand of Lucy ! 

"Why, why are we here?" she cried to herself 
with a sudden change of position and of anguish. 

Was not their flight a mere absurdity ? — hu- 
miliation for herself, since it revealed what no 
woman should reveal — but useless, ridiculous as 
any check on liianisty! Would he give up Lucy 
because she might succeed in biding her for a 
few weeks ? Was that passionate will likely to 
resign itself to the momentary defeat she had in- 
flicted on it? Supposing she succeeded in de- 
spatching Lucy to America without any further 
interview between them; are there no steamers 
and trains to take impatient lovers to their goal 7 
What childish folly was the whole proceeding ! 

And would she even succeed so far? Might he 
not even now be on their track ? How possible 
that he should remember this place — its isola- 
tion — and her pleasure in it! She started in her 
chair. It seemed to her that she already beard 
his feet upon the road. 

Then her thought rebounded in a fierce tri- 
umph, an exultation that shook the feeble frame. 
She was secure! She was entrenched, so to speak, 
in Lucy's heart. Never would that nature grasp 
its own joy at the cost of another's agony. No! 
no! — she is not in love with him! — the poor hur- 
rying brain insisted. She has been interested, 
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excited, touched. Tbat, lie can always achieve 
with any woman, if he pleases. But time and 
change soon wear down these first fancies of 
youth. There is no real congruity between them 
— there never, never could be. 

But supposing it were not so — supposing Lucy 
could be reached and affected by Manisty's pur- 
suit, still Eleanor was safe. She knew well what 
had been the effect, what would now be the in- 
creasing effect of her weakness and misery on 
Lucy's tender heart. By the mere living in Lucy's 
sight she would gain her end. From the first she 
had realized the inmost quality of the girl's strong 
and diffident personality. What Manisty feared 
she counted on. 

Sometimes, just for a moment, as one may lean 
over the edge of a precipice, she imagined herself 
yielding, recalling Manisty, withdrawing her own 
claim, and the barrier raised by her own vindic- 
tive agony. The mind sped along the details that 
might follow — the girl's loyal resistance — Manis- 
ty's ardor — Manisty's fascination— the homage 
and the seduction, the quarrels and the impa- 
tience with which he would surround her — the 
scenes in which Lucy's reserve mingling with 
her beauty would but evoke on the man's side 
all the ingenuity, all the delicacy of which he was 
capable — and the final softening of that sweet 
austerity which hid Lucy's heart of gold. — 

No ! — Lucy had no passion ! — she would tell 

herself with a feverish, an angry vehemence. 

How would she ever bear with Manisty, with 
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the alternate excess and defect of his temper- 
ament 7 

And suddenly, amid the shadows of the past 
irinter Eleanor would see herself writing, and 
Manisty stooping over her, — his hand taking her 
pen, his shoulder touching hers. His hand was 
strong, nervous, restless like himself. Her ro- 
mantle imagination that was half natural, half 
literary, delighted to trace in it both caprice and 
power. When it touched her own slender fin- 
gers, it seemed to her they could but just restrain 
themselves from nestling into his. She would 
draw herself back in haste, lest some involun- 
tary movement should betray her. But not be- 
fore the lightning thought had burned its way 
through her — " What if one just fell back against 
his breast — and all was said — all ventured in 
a moment ! Afterwards — ecstasy, or despair — 
what matter !" — 

When would Lucy have dared even such a 
dream ? Eleanor's wild jealousy would secretly 
revenge itself on the girl's maidenly coldness, on 
the young stiffness, Manisty had once mocked at. 
How incredible that she should have attracted 
him ! — how impossible that she should continue 
to attract him ! All Lucy's immaturities and de- 
fects passed through Eleanor's analyzing thought. 

For a moment she saw her coldly, odiously, as 
an enemy might see her. 

And then ! — quick revulsion — a sudden loath- 
ing of herself — a sudden terror of these new 
meannesses and bitterness that were invading 
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her, stealing from her her very self, robbing her 
of the character that unconsciously she had loved 
in herself, as other people loved it — knowing that 
in deed and truth she was what others thought 
her to be, kind, and gentle, and sweet-natured. 

And last of all — poor soul ! — an abject tender- 
ness and repentance towards Lucy, which yet 
brought no relief, because it never affected for 
an instant the fierce tension of will beneath. 

A silvery night stole upon the sunset, absorbed, 
transmuted all the golds and crimsons of the west 
into its own dimly shining blue. 

Eleanor was in bed ; Lucy's clever hands had 
worked wonders with her room ; and now Elea- 
nor had been giving quick remorseful directions 
to Marie to concern herself a little with Miss 
Foster's comfort and Miss Foster's luggage. 

Lucy escaped from the rooms littered with 
trunks and clothes. She took her hat and a light 
cape, and stole out into the broad pass^e, on 
either side of which opened the long series of 
small rooms which had once been Carmelite cells. 
Only the four or five rooms at the western end, 
the bare " apartment " which they occupied, were 
still whole and water-tight. Half-way down the 
passage, as Lucy had already discovered, you 
came to rooms where the windows had no glass 
and the plaster had dropped from the walls, and 
the ceilings hung down in great gaps and rags of 
ruin. There was a bay-window at the eastern 
end of the passage, which had been lately glazed 
for the summer tenants' sake. The rising moon 
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streamed through on the desolation of the damp- 
stained walls and floors. And a fresh upland 
wind was beginning to blow and whistle through 
the empty and wiadowless cells. Even Lucy 
shivered a little. It was perhaps not wonderful 
that the French maid should be in revolt. 

Then she went softly down aa old stone stair- 
case to the lower floor. Here was the same 
long passage with rooms on either side, but in 
even worse condition. At the far end was a 
glow of light and a hum of voices, coming from 
the corner of the building occupied by the conta- 
dino, and their own kitchen. But between the 
heavy front door, that Lucy was about to open, 
and the distant light, was an earthen floor full of 
holes and gaps, and on either side — caverns of 
desolation — the old wine and oil stores, the kitch- 
ens and wood cellars of the convent, now black 
dens avoided by the cautious, and dark even at 
mid-day because of the rough boarding-up of the 
windows. There was a stable smell in the pas- 
sage, and Lucy already knew that one of the 
farther dens held the contadino's donkey and 
mule. 

" Can we stay here ?" she said to herself, half 
laughing, half doubtful. 

Then she lifted the heavy iron bar that closed 
the old double door, and stepped out into the 
court-yard that surrounded the convent, half of 
which was below the road as it rapidly descended 
from the village, and half above it. 

She took a few steps to the right. 
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Exquisite ! 

There opened out before her a little cloister, 
with double shafts carrying Romanesque arches ; 
and at the back of the court, the chapel, and a 
tiny bell-tower. The moon shone down on every 
line and moulding. Under its light, stucco and 
brick turned to ivory and silver. There was an 
absolute silence, an absolute purity of air; and 
over all the magic of beauty and of night. Lucy 
thought of the ruined frescoes in the disused 
chapel, of the faces of saints and angels looking 
out into the stillness. 

Then she mounted some steps to the road, and 
turned downward towards the forest that crept 
up round them on all sides. 

Ah ! was there yet another portion of the con- 
vent? — a wing running at right angles to the 
main building in which they were established, 
and containing some habitable rooms? In the 
farthest window of all was a light, and a figure 
moving across it. A tall black figure — surely a 
priest ? Yes ! — as the form came nearer to the 
window, seen from the back, Lucy perceived dis- 
tinctly the tonsured head and the soutane. 

How strange ! She had heard nothing from 
the massaja of any other tenant. And this tall 
gaunt figure had nothing in common with the 
little smiling parroco she had seen in the crowd. 

She moved on, wondering. 

Oh, these woods ! How they sank, like great 
resting clouds below her, to the shining line of 
the river, and rose again on the farther side! 
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They vere oak woods, and spoke strangely to 
Lucy of the Americati and English north. Yet, 
as she came nearer, the moon shone upon delicate 
undergrowth of heath and arbutus, that chid her 
fancy back to the " Saturnian land." 

And beyond all, the blue mountains, ethereally 
light, like dreams on the horizon ; and above all, 
the radiant serenity of the sky. 

Ah ! there spoke the nightingales, and that 
same melancholy note of the little brown owl 
which used to haunt the olive-grounds of Mari- 
nata. Lucy held her breath. The tears rushed 
into her eyes — tears of memory, tears of longing. 

But she drove them back. Standing on a little 
cleared space beside the road that commanded 
the whole night scene, she threw herself into the 
emotion and poetry which could be yielded to 
without remorse, without any unnerving of the 
will. How far, far she was from Uncle Ben, and 
that shingled house in Vermont! It was near 
midsummer, and all the English and Americans 
had fled from this Southern Italy. Italy was at 
home, and at ease in her own house, living her 
own rich immemorial life, knowing and thinking 
nothing of the foreigner. Nor indeed on those 
uplands and in those woods bad she ever thought 
of him ; though below in the valley ran the old 
coach -road from Florence to Rome, on which 
Goethe and Winckelmann had journeyed to the 
Eternal City. Lucy felt as though, but yester- 
day a tourist and stranger, she had now crept 
like a child into the family circle. Nay, she had 
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raised a corner of Italy's mantle, and drawn close 
to the warm breast of one of the great mother- 
lands of the world. 

Ah ! but feeling sweeps fast and far, do what 
we will. Soon she was struggling out of her 
depth. These weeks of rushing experience had 
been loosening soul and tongue. To-night, how 
she could have talked of these things to one now 
parted from her, perhaps forever! How he would 
have listened to her — impatiently often! How 
he would have mocked and rent her ! But then 
the quick softening — and the beautiful kindling 
eye — the dogmatism at once imperative and 
sweet — the tyranny that a woman might both 
fight and love ! 

Yet how painful was the thought of Manisty ! 
She was ashamed — humiliated. Their Sight as- 
sumed as a certainty what after all, let Eleanor 
say what she would, he had never, never said to 
her — what she had no clear authority to believe. 
Where was he ? What was he thinking f For a 
moment, her heart fluttered towards him like a 
homing bird. 

Then in a sharp and stern reaction she rebuted, 
she chastened herself. Standing there in the 
night, above the forests, looking over to the dim 
white cliffs on the side of Monte Amiata, she felt 
herself, in this strange and beautiful land, brought 
face to face with calls of the spirit, with deep 
voices of admonition and pity that rose from her 
own inmost being. 

With a long sigh, like one that lifts a weight 
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she raised her young arms above her head, and 

then brought her hands down slowly upon her 

eyes, shutting out sight and sense. There was a 

murmur — 
" Mother!— darling mother! — if you were just 

here — for one hour " 

She gathered up the forces of the soul. ^ 

" So help me God !" she said. And then she 

started, perceiving into what formula she had 

slipped, unwittingly. 

She moved on a few paces down the road, 
meaning just to peep into the woods and their 
scented loneliness. The night was so lovely she 
was loath to leave it. 

Suddenly she became aware of a point of light 
in front, and the smell of tobacco. 

A man rose from the way-side. Lucy stayed her 
foot, and was about to retreat swiftly when she 
heard a cheerful— 

"Buona sera, Signorinal" She recognized a 
voice of the afternoon. It was the handsome Cara- 
biniere. Lucy advanced with alacrity. 

" I came out because it was so fine," she said. 
"Are you on duty still? Where is your com- 
panion f 

He smiled, and pointed to the wood. " We 
have a hut there. First Ruggieri sleeps — then 
I sleep. We don't often come this way ; but 
when there are foresHeri, then we must look 
out." 

" But there are no brigands here t' 
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He shoved his white teeth. "I shot two once 
with this gun," he said, producing it. 

" But not here ?" she said, startled. 
' " No — but beyond the mountains^ver there 
— in Maremma." He waved his hand vaguely 
towards the west. Then he shook his head. "Bad 
country — ba!^' people— in Maremma.** 

"Oh yes, I know," said Lucy, laughing. "If 
there ts anything bad here, you say it comes from 
Maremma. When our harness broke this after- 
noon our driver said, * Che vuole! It was made 
in Maremma !' — Tell me — who lives in that part 
of the convent — over there?" 

And, turning back, she pointed to the distant 
window and the light. 

The man spat upon the road without reply- 
ing. After replenishing his pipe he said slowly: 
"That, Signorina, is a. forestiere, too." 

" A priest — isn't it ?" 

" A priest — and nota priest," said the man after 
another pause. 

Then he laughed with the sudden insouciance of 
the Italian. 

"A priest that doesn't say his mass! — that's a 
queer sort of priest— isn't it ?" 

" I don't understand," said Lucy. 

"Perdio, what does it matter?" said the man, 
laughing. "The people here wouldn't trouble 
their heads, only — But you understand, Signori- 
na"— he dropped his voice a little — "the priests 
have much power — mollo^ molto ! Don Teodoro, 
the parroco there, — it was he founded the cassa 
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ruraU. If a contadtno wants some money for his 
seed-corn — or to marry his daughter — or to buy 
himself a new team of oxen — he must go to the 
parroco. Since these new banks began, it is the 
priests have the money — captsce ? If you want it 
you must ask them! So you understand, Signo- 
rina, it doesn't profit to fall out with them. You 

must love their friends, and " His grin and 

gesture finished the sentence. 

" But what's the matter ?" said Lucy, wonder- 
ing. "Has he committed any crime?" And she 
looked curiously at the figure in the convent win- 
dow. 

" ^ un prete spretato, SignorineC^ 

" Spretato ?" (unpriested — unfrocked). The 
word was unfamiliar to her. She frowned over it. 

" Scomuniato /" said the Carabiniere, with a 
laugh. 

" Excommunicated ?" She felt a thrill of pity, 
mingled with a vague horror. 

" Why ?— what has he done ?" 

The Carabiniere laughed again. The laugh was 
odious, but she was already acquainted with that 
strange instinct of the lower-class Italian which 
leads him to make mock of calamity. He has 
passion, but no sentiment; he instinctively hates 
the pathetic. 

" CAi sa, Signorifta ? He seems a quiet old 
man. We keep a sharp eye on him ; he won't 
do any harm. He used to give the children 
confetti, but the mothers have forbidden them 
to take them. Gianni there "—he pointed to 
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the convent, and Lucy understood that he re- 
ferred to the contadino — " Gianni went to Don 
Teodoro, and asked if he should turn him out. 
But Don Teodoro wouldn't say Yes or No. 
He pays well, but the village want him to go. 
They say he will bring them ill-luck with their 
harvest." 

"And the Padre parroco f Does he not speak 
to him ?" 

Antonio laughed. 

" When Don Teodoro passes him on the road 
he doesn't see him — capisce, Signorina? And so 
with all the other priests. When he comes by 
they have no eyes. The bishop sent the word." 

"And everybody here does what the priests 
tell them ?" 

Lucy's tone expressed that instinctive resent- 
ment which the Puritan feels against a ruling and 
dominant Catholicism. 

Antonio laughed again, but a little stupidly. 
It was the laugh of a man who knows that it is 
not worth while even to begin to explain certain 
matters to a stranger. 

" They understand their business — i preti I" — 
was all he would say. Then — ''''Ma! — they are 
rich— the priests ! All these last years — so many 
banks — so many casse — so many socield J That 
holds the people better than prayers." 

When Lucy turned homeward she found her- 
self watching the light in the far window with 
an eager attention. A priest in disgrace ?— and a 
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foreigner? What could he be hiding here for? 
—in this remote corner of a district which, as 
they had been already told at Orvieto, was Cath- 
olic, _;f«(7 alfanatisnw ? 

The morning rose, fresh and glorious, over 
mountain and forest. 

Eleanor watched the streaks of light that pen- 
etrated through the wooden sun-shutters grow 
brighter and brighter on the whitewashed wall. 
She was weary of herself, weary of the night. 
The old building was full of strange sounds — of 
murmurs and resonances, of slight creepings and 
patterings, that tried the nerves. Her room 
communicated with Lucy's, and their doors were 
provided with holts, the newness of which, per- 
haps, testified to the fears of other summer ten- 
ants before them. Nevertheless, Eleanor had 
been a prey to starts and terrors, and her night 
had passed in a bitter mingling of moral strife 
and physical discomfort. 

Seven o'clock striking from the village church. 
She slipped to her feet. Ready to her hand lay 
one of the soft and elegant wrappers — fresh, not 
long ago, from Paris — as to which Lucy had often 
silently wondered how any one could think it 
right to spend so much money on such things. 

Eleanor, of course, was not conscious of the 
smallest reproach in the matter. Dainty and 
costly dress was second nature to her ; she never 
thought about it. But this morning as she first 
took up the elaborate silken thing, to which pale 
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girls in hot Parisian work-rooms had given so 
much labor of hand and head, and then caught 
sight of her own face and shoulders in the cracked 
glass upon the wall, she was seized with certain 
ghastly perceptions that held her there motion- 
less in the serai-darkness, shivering amid the del- 
icate lace and muslin which enwrapped her. 
Finished ! — for her — all the small feminine joys. 
Was there one of her dresses that did not in 
some way speak to her of Manisty? — that had 
not been secretly planned with a view to tastes 
and preferences she had come to know hardly 
less intimately than her own ? 

She thought of the face of the Orvieto doctor, 
of certain words that she had stopped on bis lips 
because she was afraid to hear them. A sudden 
terror of death — of the desolate, desolate end 
swept upon her. To die, with this cry of the 
heart unspent, untold forever ! Unloved, unsat- 
isEed, unrewarded — she whose whole nature gave 
itself — gave itself perpetually, as a wave breaks 
upon a barren shore. How can any God send 
human beings into the world for such a lot? 
There can be no God. But how is the riddle 
easier, for thinking Him away? 

When at last she rose, it was to make quietly 
for the door opening on the loggia. 

Still there, this radiant marvel of the world ! — 
this pageant of rock and stream and forest, this 
pomp of shining cloud, this silky shimmer of the 
wheat, this sparkle of flowers in the grass ; while 
human hearts break, and human lives fail, and 
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the graveyard on the hill yonder packs closer and 
closer its rows of metal crosses and wreaths ! 

Suddenly, from a patch of hay-field on the 
farther side of the road, she heard a voice sing- 
ing. A young man, tall and well made, was mow- 
ing in a corner of the field. The swathes fell 
fast before him ; every movement spoke of an 
assured rejoicing strength. He sang with the 
sharp stridency which is the rule in Italy — the 
words clear, the sounds nasal. 

Gradually Eleanor made out that the song was 
the farewell of a maiden to her lover who is go- 
ing for winter work to the Maremma. 

The laborers go lo Maremma — 
Oh! 'tis long till the days of June, 

And my heart is all in a flutter 
Alone here, under the moon. 

O moon! — all this anguish and sorrow! 

Thou know'st why I suffer so — 
Oh! send him roe back from Maremma, 
Where he goes, and I must not go! 

The man sang the little song carelessly, com- 
monly, without a thought of the words, interrupt- 
ing himself every now and then to sharpen his 
scythe, and then beginning again. To Eleanor 
it seemed the natural voice of the morning; one 
more echo of the cry of universal parting, now 
for a day, now for a season, now forever, which 
fills the world. 

She was too restless to enjoy the loggia and 
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the view, too restless to go back to bed. She 
pushed back the door between her and Lucy, only 
to see that Lucy was still fast asleep. But there 
were voices and steps down-stairs. The farm 
people had been abroad for hours. 

She made a preliminary toilette, took her hat, 
and stole down-stairs. As she opened the outer 
door the children caught sight of her and came 
crowding round, large-eyed, their fingers in their 
mouths. She turned towards the chapel and the 
little cloister that she remembered. The children 
gave a shout and swooped back into the convent. 
And when she reached the chapel door, there 
they were on her skirts again, a big boy bran- 
dishing the key, 

Eleanor took it and parleyed with them. They 
were to go away and leave her alone — quite alone. 
Then when she came back they should have soldi. 
The children nodded shrewdly, withdrew in a 
swarm to the corner of the cloister, and watched 
events. 

Eleanor entered. From some high lunette 
windows the cool early sunlight came creeping 
and playing into the little whitewashed place. 
On either hand two cinque-cento frescoes had 
been rescued from the whitewash. They shone 
like delicate flowers on the rough, yellowish-white 
of the walls; on one side a martyrdom of St, 
Catharine, on the other a Cruciiixion, Their pale 
blues and lilacs, their sharp pure greens and thin 
crimsons, made subtle harmony with the general 
lightness and cleanness of the abandoned chapel. 
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A poor little altar with a few tawdry furnishings 
at the farther end, a confessional box falling to 
pieces with age, and a few chairs — these were all 
that it contained besides. 

Eleanor sank kneeling beside one of the chairs. 
As she looked round her, physical weakness and 
the concentration of all thought on one subject 
and one person made her for the moment the 
victim of an illusion so strong that it was almost 
an "apparition of the living." 

Manisty stood before her, in the rough tweed 
suit he had worn in November, one hand, hold- 
ing his hat, upon his hip, his curly head thrown 
back, his eyes just turning from the picture to 
meet hers; eyes always eagerly confident, whether 
their owner pronounced on the affinities of a pict- 
ure or the fate of a country. 

"School of Finturicchio certainly! — but local 
work. Same hand — don't you think so? — as in 
that smaller chapel in the cathedral. Eleanor ! 
you remember ?" 

She gave a gasp, and hid her face, shaking. 
Was this haunting of eye and ear to pursue her 
now henceforward ? Was the passage of Manisty's 
being through the world to be — for her — inefface- 
able? — so that earth and air retained the impress 
of his form and voice, and only her tortured heart 
and sense were needed to make the phantom live 
and walk and speak again? 

She began to pray — brokenly and desperate- 
ly, as she had often prayed during the last few 
weeks. It was a passionate throwing of the will 
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against a fate, cruel, unjust, intolerable ; a means 
not to self-renunciation, but to a self-assertion 
which was in her like madness, so foreign was it 
to all the habits of the soul. 

" That he should make use of me to the last 
moment, then fling me to the winds ! — that I 
should just make room, and help him to his goal 
— and then die meekly — out of the way — No ! 
He too shall suffer ! — and he shall know that it 
is Bleanor who exacts it ! — Eleanor who bars the 
way !" 

And in the very depths of consciousness there 
emerged the strange and bitter recognition that' 
from the beginning she had allowed him to hold 
her cheaply ; that she had been content, far, far 
too content, with what he chose to give ; that if 
she had -claimed more, been less delicate, less 
exquisite in loving, he might have feared and 
regarded her more. 

She heard the chapel door open. But at the 
same moment she became aware that her face 
was bathed in tears, and she did not dare to look 
round. She drew down her veil, and composed 
herself as she best could. 

The person behind, apparently, also knelt down. 
The tread and movements were those of a heavy 
man — some countryman, she supposed. 

But his neighborhood was unwelcome, and the 
chapel ceased to be a place of refuge where feel- 
ing might have its way. In a few minutes she 
rose and turned towards the door. 

She gave a little cry. The man kneeling at 
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the back of the chapel rose in astonishment and 
came towards her. 
" Madame !" 

"Father Benecke! ^yi^ahere," said Eleanor, lean- 
ing against the wall for support — so weak was 
she, and so startling was this sudden apparition 
of the man whom she had last seen on the 
threshold of the glass passage at Marinata, bare- 
ly a fortnight before. 

" I fear, madame, that I intrude upon you," 
said the old priest, staring at her with embar- 
rassment. " I will retire." 

" No, no," said Eleanor, putting out her hand, 
with some recovery of her normal voice and 
smile. " It was only so — surprising ; so — unex- 
pected. Who could have thought of finding you 
here. Father ?" 

The priest did not reply. They left the chapel 
together. The knot of waiting children in the 
cloister, as soon as they saw Eleanor, raised a 
shout of glee, and began to run towards her. 
But the moment they perceived her companion, 
they stopped dead. 

Their little faces darkened, stiffened, their 
black eyes shone with malice. Then suddenly 
the boys swooped on the pebbles of the court- 
yard, and with cries of " Bestia ! — bestia !" they 
flung them at the priest over their shoulders, as 
they all fled helter-skelter, the brothers dragging 
off the sisters, the big ones the little ones, out of 
sight. 

" Horrid little imps !" cried Eleanor in indig- 
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nation. " What is the matter with them ? I 
promised them some soldi. Did they hit you. 
Father r 

She paused, arrested by the priest's face. 

" They ?" he said hoarsely. " Did you mean 
the children ? Oh ! no, they did no harm." 

What had happened to him since they met 
last at the villa ? No doubt he had been in con- 
flict with his superiors and his Church. Was he 
already suspended ? — excommunicated ? But he 
still wore the soutane? 

Then panic for herself swept in upon and 
silenced all else. All was over with their plans. 
Father Benecke either was, or might at any mo- 
ment be, in communication with Manisty. Alas, 
alas ! — what ill-luck ! 

They walked together to the road — Eleanor 
first imagining, then rejecting one sentence after 
another. At last she said, a little piteously : 

"It is so strange, Father — that you should be 
here !" 

The priest did not answer immediately. He 
walked with a curiously uncertain gait. Eleanor 
noticed that his soutane was dusty and torn, and 
that he was unshaven. The peculiar and touch- 
ing charm that had once arisen from the contrast 
between the large-limbed strength which he in- 
herited from a race of Suabian peasants, and an 
extraordinary delicacy of feature and skin, a 
childish brightness and sweetness in the eyes, 
had suffered eclipse, He was dulled and broken. 
One might have said almost that he had become 
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a mere ungainly, ill-kept old man, red-eyed for 
lack of sleep, and disorganized by some bitter 
distress. 

" You remember — what I told you and Mr. 
Manisty, at Marinata?" he said at last, with dif- 
ficulty, 

" Perfectly. You withdrew your letter ?" 

" I withdrew it. Then I came down here. I 
have an old friend — a canon of Orvieto. He 
told me once of this place." 

Eleanor looked at him with a sudden return of 
all her natural kindness and compassion. 

" I am afraid you have gone through a great 
deal, Father," she said, gravely. 

The priest stood still. His hand shook upon 
his stick. 

"I must not detain you, madame," he said 
suddenly, with a kind of tremulous formality. 
"You will be wishing to return to your apart- 
ment. I heard that two English ladies were 
expected — but I never thought " 

" How could you ?" said Eleanor, hurriedly, 
"I am not in any hurry. It is very early still. 
Will you not tell me more of what has happened 
to you? You would" — she turned away her 
head — "you would have told Mr. Manisty?" 

" Ah ! Mr. Manisty !" said the priest, with a 
long, startled sigh. " I trust he is well, madame ?" 

Eleanor Bushed. 

" I believe so. He and Miss Manisty are still 
at Marinata. Father Benecke !" 

" Madame ?" 
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Eleanor turned aside, poking at the stones on 
the road with her parasol. 

" You would do me a kindness if for the pres- 
ent you would not mention my being here to any 
of your friends in Rome, to — to anybody, in fact. 
Last autumn I happened to pass by this place, 
and thought it very beautiful. It was a sudden 
determination on my part and Miss Foster's — you 
remember the American lady who was staying 
with us 7 — to come here. The villa was getting 
very hot, and — and there were other reasons. 
And now we wish to he quite alone for a little 
while — to be in retirement even from our friends. 
You will, I am sure, respect our wish ?" 

She looked up, breathing quickly. All her 
sudden color had gone. Her anxiety and dis- 
composure were very evident. The priest bowed. 

" I will be discreet, madame," he said, with the 
natural dignity of his calling. " May I ask you 
to excuse me? I have to walk into Selvapen- 
dente to fetch a letter." 

He took off his flat beaver hat, bowed low and 
departed, swinging along at a great pace. Elea- 
nor felt herself repulsed. She hurried back to 
the convent. The children were waiting for her 
at the door, and when they saw that she was 
alone they took their soldi, though with a touch 
of sulkiness. 

And the door was opened to her by Lucy. 

"Truant!" said the girl reproachfully, throw- 
ing her arm round Eleanor. "As if you ought 
to go out without your coffee ! But it's all ready 
4>3 



.dbyGoogle 



for you on the loggia. Where have you been? 
And why ! — what's the matter ?" 

Eleanor told the news as they mounted to their 
rooms. 

"Ah! that was the priest I saw last night!" 
cried Lucy. "I was just going to tell you of my 
adventure. Father Benecke ! How very, very 
strange ! And how very tiresome ! It's made 
you look so tired." 

And before she would hear a word more Lucy 
had put the elder woman into her chair in the 
deep shade of the loggia, had brought coffee and 
bread and fruit from the little table she herself 
had helped Cecco to arrange, and had hovered 
round till Eleanor had taken at least a cup of 
coffee and a fraction of roll. Then she brought 
her own coffee, and sat down on the rug at Elea- 
nor's feet. 

" I know what you're thinking about !" she 
said, looking up with her sweet, sudden smile. 
" You want to go — right away !" 

" Can we trust him ?" said Eleanor, miserably. 
"Edward doesn't know where he is, — but he 
could write of course to Edward at any mo- 
ment." 

She turned away her face from Lucy. Any 
mention of Manisty's name dyed it with painful 
color — the shame of the suppliant living on the 
mercy of the conqueror, 

" He might," said Lucy, thinking. " But if you 
asked hyn ? No ; I don't believe he would. I am 
sure his soul is beautiful — like his face." 
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" His poor face ! You don't know how changed 
he is." 

" Ah ! the Carabiniere told me last night. He 
is excommunicated," said Lucy, under her breath. 

And she repeated her conversation with the 
handsome Antonio. Eleanor capped it with the 
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CHAPTER XVII 

THE day grew very hot, and Eleanor suf- 
fered visibly, even though the quality of 
the air remained throughout pure and 
fresh, and Lucy in the shelter of the broad loggia 
felt nothing but a keen physical enjoyment o£ 
the glow and blaze that held the outer world. 

After their raid-day meal Lucy was sitting idly 
on the outer wall of the loggia which commanded 
the bit of road just outside the convent, when she 
perceived a figure mounting the hill. 

" Father Benecke !" she said to Eleanor. "What 
a climb for him in this heat ! Did you say he had 
gone to Selvapendente ? Poor old man! — how 
hot and tired he looks! — and with that heavy 
parcel too !" 

And withdrawing herself a little out of sight 
she watched the priest. He had just paused in a 
last patch of shade to take breath after the long 
ascent. Depositing the bundle he had been car- 
rying on a way-side stone, he took out his large 
colored handkerchief and mopped the perspira- 
tion from his face with long sighs of exhaustion. 
Then with his hands on his sides he looked round 
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road and plunged into a little right-hand track, 
which led downward through a thick under- 
growth oE heath and arbutus towards what 
seemed the cool heart of the woods. 

Presently they came to a small gate, and be- 
yond appeared a broad, well-kept path, winding 
in zigzags along the forest-covered side of the 
hill. 

" This must be private," said Eleanor, looking 
at the gate in some doubt. " And there you see 
is the Palazzo Guerrini." 

She pointed. Above them through a gap in 
the trees showed the great yellow pile on the 
edge of the plateau, the forest stretching steeply 
up to it and enveloping it from below. 

"There is nothiilg to stop us," said Lucy. 
"They won't turn us out, if it is theirs. I can't 
have you go through that sun again," 

And she pressed on, looking for shade and rest. 

But soon she stopped, with a little cry, and 
they both stood looking in astonishment at the 
strange and lovely thing upon which they had 
stumbled unawares. 

" I know !" cried Lucy. " The woman at the 
convent tried to tell me — and I couldn't under- 
stand. She said we must see the 'Sassetto' — 
that it was a wonder — and all the strangers 
thought so. And it tr a wonder I And so cool !" 

Down from the very brow of the hill, in an age 

before man was born, the giant force of some 

primeval convulsion had flung a lava torrent of 

molten rock to the bed of the Paglia. And there 
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still was the torrent — a rock-stream composed of 
huge blocks of basalt — flowing in one vast steep 
fall, a couple of hundred yards wide, through the 
forest from top to bottom of the hill. 
And very grim and stern would that rock-river 
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looked round, and saw Father Benecke just rising 
from a seat in front. 

A shock ran through her. The priest stood 
hesitating and miserable before them, a hot color 
suffusing his hollow cheeks. Lucy saw that he 
was no longer in clerical dress. He wore a gray 
alpaca suit, and a hat of fine Leghorn straw with 
a broad black ribbon. Both ladies almost feared 
to speak to him. 

Then Lucy ran forward, her cheeks too a bright 
red, her eyes wet and sparkling. "How do you 
do, Father Benecke ? You won't remember me, 
but I was just introduced to you that day at lunch- 
eon — don't you remember— on the Aventine?" 

The priest took her offered hand, and looked at 
her in astonishment. 

" Yes — I remember — you were with Miss Man- 
isty." 

" I wish you had asked me to come with you 
this morning," cried the girl suddenly. " I'd have 
helped you carry that parcel up the hill. It was 
too much for you in the heat," 

Her face expressed the sweetest, most passion- 
ate sympathy, the indignant homage of youth to 
old age unjustly wounded and forsaken. Elea- 
nor was no less surprised than Father Benecke. 
Was this the stiff, the reticent Lucy ? 

The priest struggled for composure, and smiled 
as he withdrew his hand. 

"You would have found it a long way, Signo- 
rina. I tried to get a boy at Selvapendente, but 
no one would serve me." 
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He paused a moment, then resumed speaking 
with a sort of passionate reluctance, his eyes 
upon the ground. 

" I am a suspended priest — and the Bishop of 
Orvieto has notified the fact to his clergy. The 
news was soon known through the whole district. 
And now it seems the people hate me. They 
will do nothing for me. Nay, if they could, they 
would willingly do me an injury." 

The flush had died out of the old cheeks. He 
stood bareheaded before them, the tonsure show- 
ing plainly amid his still thick white locks — the 
delicate face and hair, like a study in ivory and 
silver, thrown out against the deep shadows of 
the Sassetto. 

"Father, won't you sit down and tell me about 
it all?" said Eleanor gently. "You didn't send 
me away, you know — the other day — at the villa," 

The priest sighed and hesitated. " I don't 
know, madame, why I should trouble you with 
my poor story." 

" It would not trouble me. Besides, I know so 
much of it already," 

She pointed to the bench he had just left. 

" And I," said Lucy, " will go and fetch a book 
I left in the loggia. Father Benecke, Mrs. Bur- 
goyne is not strong. She has walked more than 
enough. Will you kindly make her rest while I 
am gone ?" 

She fixed upon him her kind beseeching eyes. 
The sympathy, the homage of the two women 
enveloped the old man. His brow cleared a little. 
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She sped down the vinding path, aglow with 
anger and pity. The priest's crushed strength 
and humiliated age — what a testimony to the 
power of that tradition for which Mr. Manisty 
was working — its unmerciful and tyraoaous 
power! 

Why such a penalty for a "mildly Liberal" 
book? — "a fraction of the truth"? She could 
hear Manisty's ironic voice on that by-gone drive 
to Nemi. If he saw his friend now, would he 
still excuse — defend ? — 

Her thoughts wrestled with him hotly — then 
withdrew themselves in haste, and fled the field. 

Meanwhile Father Benecke's reserve had grad- 
ually yielded. He gave Eleauor a long troubled 
look, and said at last, very simply — 

" Madame, you see a man broken-hearted " 

He stopped, staring desolately at the ground. 
Eleanor threw in a few gentle words and phrases, 
and presently he again mustered courage to speak: 

" You remember, madame, that my letter was 
sent to the ' Osservatore Romano ' after a pledge 
had been given to me that only the bare fact of 
my submission, the mere formula that attends the 
withdrawal of any book that has been placed upon 
the Index, should be given to the public. Then 
my letter appeared. And suddenly it all became 
clear to me. I cannot explain it. It was with 
me as it was with St. Paul ; ' Placuit Domino ut 
revelaret filium suum in me !' My heart rose up 
and said ; ' Thou hast betrayed the truth ' — 
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^TradidisH Sanctum et Justumf After I left 
you that day I wrote withdrawing my letter and 
my submission. And I sent a copy to one of the 
Liberal papers. Then my heart smote me. One 
of the cardinals of the Holy Office had treated 
me with much kindness. I wrote to him — I tried 
to explain what I had done. I wrote to several 
other persons at the Vatican, complaining of the 
manner in which I had been dealt with. No 
answer — not one. All were silent — as though I 
were already a dead man. Then I tried to see 
one or two of my old friends. But no one would 
receive me ; one and all turned me from their 
doors. So then I left Rome. But I could not 
make up my mind to go home till I knew the 
worst. You understand, madame, that I have 
been a professor of theology ; that my faculty 
can remove me — that my faculty obeys the 
bishops, and the bishops obey the Holy See. I 
remembered this place — I left my address in 
Rome — and I came down here to wait. Ah ! it 
was not long !" 

He drew himself up, smiling bitterly. 

" Two days after I arrived here I received two 
letters simultaneously — one from my bishop, the 
other from the council of my faculty — suspend- 
ing me both from my priestly and my academi- 
cal functions. By the next post arrived a com- 
munication from the bishop of this diocese, for- 
bidding me the sacraments." 

He paused. The mere recital of the case had 

brought him again into the bewilderment of that 
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mental anguish he had gone through. Eleanor 
made a murmur of sympathy. He faced her with 
a sudden ardor. 

" I had expected it, madame ; but when it came 
I was stunned — I was bowed to the earth. A few 
days later, I received an anonymous letter — from 
Orvieto, I think — reminding me that a priest sus- 
pended a divinis has no right to the soutane. 
' Let the traitor,' it said, ' give up the uniform he 
has disgraced — let him at least have the decency 
to do that.' In my trouble I had not thought of 
it. So I wrote to a friend in Rome to send me 
clothes," 

Eleanor's eyes filled with tears. She thought 
o£ the old man staggering alone up the dusty hill 
under his unwelcome burden. 

He himself was looking down at his new clothes 
in a kind of confusion. Suddenly he said under 
his breath, "And for what? — because I said 
what every educated man in Europe knows to be 
true ?" 

"Father," said Eleanor, longing to express 
some poor word of comfort and respect, " you 
have suffered greatly — you will suffer — but it is 
not for yourself." 

He shook his head, 

" Madame, you see a man dying of hunger and 
thirst ! He cannot cheat himself with fine words. 
He starves !" 

She stared at him, startled — partly understand- 
ing, 

" For forty-two years," he said, in a low, pa- 
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thetic voice, " have I received my Lord — day af- 
ter day — without a break. And now 'they have 
taken Him away — and I know not where they 
have laid Him !' " 

Nothing could be more desolate than tone and 
look. Eleanor understood. She had seen this 
hunger before. She remembered a convent in 
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clasping her breast, lest he should hear the beat- 
ing of her heart. 

Then the hand dropped The inner tumult 
passed. And at the same moment the sound of 
steps was heard approaching. 

Round the farther corner of the path came 
two ladies, descending towards them. They were 
both dressed in deep mourning. The first was 
an old woman, powerfully and substantially built. 
Her gray hair, raised in a sort of toup^ under 
her plain black bonnet, framed a broad and 
noticeable brow, black eyes, and other features 
that were both benevolent and strong. She was 
very pale, and her face expressed a haunting 
and prevailing sorrow. Eleanor noticed that she 
was walking alone, some distance ahead of her 
companion, and that she had gathered up her 
black skirts in an ungloved hand, with an absent 
disregard of appearances. Behind her came a 
younger lady, a sallow and pinched woman of 
about thirty, very slight and tall. 

As they passed Eleanor and her companion, the 
elder woman threw a liageritig glance at the 
strangers. The scrutiny of it was perhaps some- 
what imperious. The younger lady wajked past 
stiffly with her eyes on the ground. 

Eleanor and Father Benecke were naturally 
silent as they passed. Eleanor had just begun 
to speak again when she heard herself suddenly 
addressed in French. 

She looked up in astonishment and saw that 
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the old lady had returned and was standing be- 
fore her. 

" Madame — you allow me to address you ?" 

Eleanor bowed. 

" You are staying at Santa Triniti, I believe!" 

" Oui, madame. We arrived yesterday." 

The Contessa's examining eye, whereof the 
keenness was but just duly chastened by cour- 
tesy, took note of that delicate and frail refine- 
ment which belonged both to Eleanor's person 
and dress. 

" I fear, madame, you are but roughly housed 
at the Triniti. They are not accustomed to Eng- 
lish ladies. If my daughter and I, who are resi- 
dents here, can be of any service to you, I beg 
that you will command us." 

Eleanor felt nothing but an angry impatience. 
Could even this remote place give them no pri- 
vacy? She answered however with her usual 
grace. 

"You are very good, madame. I suppose that 
I am speaking to the Contessa Guerrini?" 

The other lady made a sign of assent. 

"We brought a few things from Orvieto — my 
friend and I," Eleanor continued. "We shall 
only stay a few weeks. I think we have all that 
is necessary. But I am very grateful to you for 
your courtesy." 

Her manner, however, expressed no effusion, 

hardly even adequate response. The Contessa 

understood. She talked for a few moments, gave 

a few directions as to paths and points of view, 
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pointed out a drive beyond Selvapendente on the 
mountain-side, bowed and departed. 

Her bow did not include the priest. But he 
was not conscious of it. While the ladies talked, 
he had stood apart, holding the hat that seemed 
to burn him, in his finger-tips, his eyes, with their 
vague and troubled intensity, expressing only 
that inward vision which is at once the paradise 
and the torment of the prophet. 

Three weeks passed away, Eleanor had said 
no more of further travelling. For some days 
she lived in terror, startled by the least sound 
upon the road. Then, as it seemed to Lucy, she 
resigned herself to trust in Father Bcnecke's dis- 
cretion, influenced also no doubt by the sense of 
her own physical weakness, and piteous need of 
rest. 

And now — in thesefirst days of July — their risk 
was no doubt much less than it had been, Man- 
isty had not remembered Torre Amiata — another 
thorn in Eleanor's heart ! He must have left 
Italy. As each fresh morning dawned, sheassured 
herself drearily that they were safe enough. 

As for the heat, the sun indeed was lord and 
master of this central Italy. Yet on the high 
table-land of Torre Amiata the temperature was 
seldom oppressive, Lucy, indeed, soon found 
out from her friend the Carabiniere that while 
malaria haunted the valley, and scourged the 
region of Bolsena to the south, the characteristic 
disease of their upland was pneumonia, caused 
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by the daily ascent of the laborers from the hot 
slopes below to the sharp coolness of the night. 

No, the heat was not overwhelming. Yet Elea- 
nor grew paler and feebler. Lucy hovered round 
her in a constantly increasing anxiety. And 
presently she began to urge retreat, and change 
of plan. It was madness to stay in the south. 
Why not move at once to Switzerland, or the 
Tyrol ? 

Eleanor shook her head. 

" But I can't have you stay here," cried Lucy 
in distress. 

And coming closer, she chose her favorite seat 
on the floor of the loggia and laid her head against 
Eleanor's arm. 

" Oughtn't you to go home ?" she said, in a low 
urgent voice, caressing Eleanor's hand. "Send 
me back to Uncle Ben. I can go home any time. 
But you ought to be in Scotland Let me write 
to Miss Manisty !" 

Eleanor laid her hand on her mouth, " You 
promised !" she said, with her sweet stubborn smile. 

"But it isn't right that I should let you run 
these risks. It — it — isn't kind to me." 

" I don't run risks. I am as well here as any- 
where. The Orvieto doctor saw no objection to 
my being here — for a month, at any rate." 

" Send me home," murmured Lucy again, soft- 
ly kissing the hand she held. " I don't know why 
I ever came." 

Eleanor started. Her lips grew pinched and 
bitter. But she only said : 
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" Give me our six weeks. All I want is you — 
and quiet," 

She held out both her hands very piteously, 
and Lucy took them, conquered, though not con- 
vinced. 

"If anything went really wrong," said Elea- 
nor, " I am sure you could appeal to that old 
Contessa. She has the face of a mother in 
Israel." 

" The people here seem to be pretty much in 
her hand," said Lucy, as she rose. " She man- 
ages most of their affairs for them. But poor, 
poor thing ! — did you see that account in the 
'Tribuna' this morning?" 

The girl's voice dropped, as though it had 
touched a subject almost too horrible to be 
spoken of. 

Eleanor looked up with a sign of shuddering 
assent. Her daily ' Tribuna,' which the postman 
brought her, had in fact contained that morning 
a letter describing the burial — after three months ! 
— of the remains of the army slain in the carnage 
of Adowa on March i. For three months had 
those thousands of Italian dead lain a prey to 
the African sun and the African vultures, before 
Italy could get leave from her victorious foe to 
pay the last offices to her sons. 

That fine young fellow of whom the neighbor- 
hood talked, who seemed to have left behind him 
such memories of energy and goodness, his moth, 
er's idol, had his bones too lain bleaching on that 
field of horror ? It did not bear thinking of. 
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Lucy went down-stairs to attend to some house- 
bold matters. It was about ten o'clock in the 
morning, and presently Eleanor beard the post- 
man from Selvapendente knock at the outer 
door. Marie brought up the letters. 

There were four or five for Lucy, who had 
never concealed her address from her uncle, 
though she had asked that it might be kept for 
a while from other people. He had according- 
ly forwarded some home-letters, and Marie laid 
them on the table. Beside them were some let- 
ters that Lucy had just written and addressed. 
The postman went his round through the village ; 
then returned to pick them up. 

Marie went away, and suddenly Bleanor sprang 
from the sofa. With a flush and a wild look she 
went to examine Lucy's letters. 

Was all quite safe ? Was Lucy not tampering 
with her, betraying her in any way ? The let- 
ters were all for America, except one, addressed 
to Paris. No doubt an order to a tradesman ? 
But Lucy had said nothing about it — and the 
letter filled Eleanor with a mad suspicion that 
her weakness could hardly repress. 

" Why ! by now — I am not even a lady !" she 
said to herself at last with set teeth, as she 
dragged herself from the table, and began to 
pace the loggia. 

But when Lucy returned, in one way or an- 
other Eleanor managed to inform herself as to 
the destination of all the letters. And then she 
scourged and humbled herself for her doubts, and 
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became for the rest of the morning the most win- 
□ing and tender of companions. 

As a rule they never spoke of Manisty, What 
Lucy's attitude implied was that she had in some 
unwitting and unwilling way brought trouble on 
Eleanor ; that she was at Torre Amiata to repair 
it ; and that in general she was at Eleanor's 
orders. 

Of herself she would not allow a word. Be- 
yond and beneath her sweetness Eleanor divined 
a just and indomitable pride. And beyond that 
Mrs. Burgoyne could not penetrate. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

MEANWHILE Eleanor found some distrac- 
tion in Father Benecke. 
The poor priest was gradually recover- 
ing a certain measure of serenity. The two 
ladies were undoubtedly of great assistance to 
him. They became popular in the village, where 
they and their wants set flowing a stream of lire, 
more abundant by far than had hitherto attend- 
ed the summer guests, even the Sindaco of Sel- 
vapendente. They were the innocent causes, 
indeed, of some evil, Eleanor had been ordered 
goats' milk by the Orvieto doctor, and the gentle- 
man who had secured the order from the massaja 
went in fear of his life at the hands of two other 
gentlemen who had not been equally happy. But 
in general they brought prosperity, and the pop- 
ular smile was granted them. 

So that when it was discovered that they were 
already acquainted with the mysterious foreign 
priest, and stoutly disposed to befriend him, the 
village showed the paralyzing effect of a conflict 
of interests. At the moment and for various 
reasons the clericals were masters. And the cler- 
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icals deDounccd Father Benecke as a traitor and 
a heretic. At the same time the village could 
not openly assail the ladies' friend without run- 
ning the risk of driving the ladies themselves 
from Torre Amiata. And this clearly would have 
been a mere wanton slight to a kind Providence. 
Even the children understood the situation, and 
Father Benecke now took his walks unmolested 
by anything sharper than sour looks and averted 
faces. 

Meanwhile he was busy in revising a new edi- 
tion of his book. This review of his own position 
calmed him. Contact with all the mass of honest 
and laborious knowledge of which it was a sum- 
mary gave him back his dignity, raised him from 
the pit of humiliation into which he seemed to 
have fallen, and strengthened him to resist. The 
spiritual privations that his state brought him 
could be sometimes forgotten. There were mo- 
ments indeed when the iron entered into his soul. 
When the bell of the little church rang at half- 
past five in the morning, he was always there in 
his corner by the door. The peasants brushed 
past him suspiciously as they went in and out. 
He did not see them. He was absorbed in the 
function, or else in a bitter envy of the officiat- 
ing priest, and at such moments he suffered all 
that any " Vaticantst " could have wished him to 
suffer. 

But when he was once more among his books, 

large gusts of a new and strange freedom began, 

as it were, to blow about him. In writing the 
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philosophical book which bad now brought him 
iato confiict with the Church, he had written 
in constraint and timidity. A perpetual dread, 
not only of ecclesiastica] censure but of the 
opinion of old and valued friends ; a perpetual 
uncertainty as to the limits of Catholic liberty ; 
these things had held him in bondage. What 
ought he say ? What must he leave unsaid ? He 
understood perfectly that hypothesis must not be 
stated as truth. But the vast accumulation of 
biological fact on the one hand, and of historical 
criticism on the other, that has become the com- 
mon property of the scientific mind, how was it 
to be recapitulated — within Catholic limits? He 
wrote in fear, like one walking on the burning 
ploughshares of the ordeal. Religion was his 
life; but he had at once the keen intelligence 
and the mystical temperament of the Suabian. 
He dreaded the collision which ultimately came. 
Yet the mental process could not be stayed. 

Now, with the final act of defiance, obscurely 
carried out, conditioned be knew not how, there 
had arrived for him a marvellous liberation of 
soul. Even at sixty-five he felt himself tragi- 
cally new-born — naked and feeble indeed, but still 
with unknown possibilities of growth and new 
life before him. 

His book, instead of being revised, must be re- 
written. No need now to tremble for a phrase ! 
Let the truth be told. He plunged into his old 
studies again, and the world of thought met him 
with a friendlier and franker welcome. On all 
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sides there was a rush and sparkle of new light. 
How far he must follow and submit, his trem- 
bling soul did not yet know. But for the moment 
there was an extraordinary though painful ex> 
hilaration — the excitement of leading - strings 
withdrawn and walls thrown down. 

This enfranchisement brought him, however, 
into strange conflict with his own character. His 
temperament was that of the ascetic and vision- 
ary religious. His intelligence had much the 
same acuteness and pliancy as that of another 
and more pronounced doubter — a South German 
also, like Father Benecke, — the author of the 
" Leben Jesu." But his character was the joint 
product of his temperament and his habits, and 
was often difficult to reconcile with the quick 
play of his intelligence. 

For instance, he was, in daily habit, an austere 
and most devout priest, living alone with his old 
sister, as silent and yet fervent as himself, and 
knowing almost nothing of other women, except 
through the confessional. To his own astonish- 
ment he was in great request as a director. But 
socially he knew very little of his penitents ; they 
were to him only " souls," spiritual cases which 
he studied with the ardor of a doctor. Otherwise 
the small benefice which he held in a South Ger- 
man town, his university class, and the travail of 
his own research absorbed him wholly. 

Hence a great innocence and unworldliness ; 

but also an underlying sternness towards himself 

and others. His wants were small, and for many 
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years the desires of the senses had been dead 
within him. Towards women he felt, if the truth 
were known, with that stranj^e unconscious arro- 
gance which is a most real and very primitive 
element in Catholicism, notwithstanding the wor- 
ship of Mary and the glories of St. Teresa and St, 
Catharine. The Church does not allow any wom- 
an, even a "religious," to wash the corporal and 
other lioen which has been used in the mass. 
There is a strain of thought implied in that pro- 
hibition which goes deep and far — back to the 
dim dawn of human things. It influences the 
priest in a hundred ways; it affected even the 
tender and spiritual mind of Father Benecke. 
As a director of women he showed them all that 
impersonal sweetness which is of the essence of 
Catholic tradition ; but they often shrank never- 
theless from what they felt to be a fundamental 
inflexibility mingled with pity. 

Thus when he found himself brought into forced 
contact with the two ladies who had invaded his 
retreat, when Lucy in a hundred pretty ways 
began to show him a young and filial homage, 
when Eleanor would ask him to coffee with them, 
and talk to him about his book and the subjects 
it discussed, the old priest was both amazed and 
embarrassed. 

How in the world did she know anything about 
such things ? He understood that she had been 
of assistance to Mr. Manisty i but that it had 
been the assistance of a comrade and an equal — ■ 
that had never entered his head. 
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So that at first Mrs. Burgoyne's talk silenced 
and repelled him. He was conscious of the male 
revolt of St. Paul ! — " I suffer not a woman to 
teach" ; and for a time he hung back. 

On his visit to the villa, and on her first meet- 
ing with him at Torre Amiata, he had been un- 
der the influence of a shock which had crushed 
the child in him and broken down his reserve. 
Yet that reserve was naturally strong, together 
with certain despotic instincts which Eleanor 
perceived with surprise beneath his exquisite 
gentleness. She sometimes despaired of taming 
him. 

Nevertheless when Eleanor presently advised 
him to publish a statement of his case in a 
German periodical; when the few quick things 
she said showed a knowledge of the German 
situation and German current literature that 
filled him with astonishment ; when with a few 
smiles, hints, demurs, she made plain to hira that 
she perfectly understood where he had weakened 
his book — which lay beside her — out of deference 
to authority, and where it must be amended, if 
it was to produce any real influence upon Euro- 
pean cultivated opinion, the old priest was at 
first awkward or speechless. Then slowly he rose 
to the bait. He began to talk ; he became by de- 
grees combative, critical, argumentative. His 
intelligence took the field j his character receded, 
Eleanor had won the day. 

Presently, indeed, he began to haunt them. He 

brought to Eleanor each article and letter as it 
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arrived, consulting her on every phase of a con- 
troversy, concerning him and his book, which 
was now sweeping through certain Catholic cir- 
cles and newspapers. He was eager, forgetful, 
exacting even. Lucy began to dread the fatigue 
that he sometimes produced. While for Lucy 
he was still the courteous and paternal priest, 
for Eleanor he gradually became — like Manisty— 
the intellectual comrade, crossing swords often 
in an equal contest, where he sometimes forgot 
the consideration due to the woman in the provo- 
cation shown him by the critic. 

And when she had tamed him, it was to Elea- 
nor all ashes and emptiness ! 

" This is the kind of thing I can always do," 
she said to herself one day, throwing out her 
hands in self-scorn, as he left her on the loggia, 
where he had been taking coffee with herself and 
Lucy. 

And meanwhile what attracted her was not in 
the least the controversialist and the man of let- 
ters — it was the priest, the christian, the ascetic. 

Torn with passion and dread as she was, she 
divined in him the director; she felt towards 
him as the woman so often feels towards that 
sexless mystery, the priest. Other men are the 
potential lovers of herself or other women ; she 
knows herself their match. But in this man 
set apart, she recognizes the embodied conscience, 
the moral judge, who is indifferent to her as a 
woman, observant of her as a soul. Round this 
attraction she flutters, and has always fluttered 
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since the beginning of things. It is partly a 
yearning for guidance and submission ; partly 
also a secret pride that she vho for other men 
is mere woman, is, for the priest, spirit, and im- 
mortal. She prostrates herself ; but at the same 
time she seems to herself to enter through her 
submission upon a region of spiritual independ- 
ence where she is the slave, not of man but of 
God. 

What she felt also, tortured as she was by jeal- 
ousy and angry will, was the sheer longing for 
human help that must always be felt by the 
lonely and the weak. Confession, judgment, di- 
rection — it was on these tremendous things that 
her inner mind was brooding all the time that 
she sat talking to Father Benecke of the Jew- 
ish influence in Bavaria, or the last number of 
the " Civiltk Cattolica." 

One evening at the beginning of July Eleanor 
and Lucy were caught in the woods by a thun- 
der-shower. The temperature dropped suddenly, 
and as they mounted the hill towards the con- 
vent Kleanor in her thin white dress met a blast 
of cold wind that followed the rain. 

The result was chill and fever. Lucy and 
Marie tended her as best they could, but her 
strength appeared to fail her with great rapid- 
ity, and there came an evening when Lucy fell 
into a panic of anxiety. 

Should she summon the local doctor — a man 
who was paid ;^8o a year by the Municipio of 
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Selvapendente, and tended the Commune of Tor- 
re Amiata ? 

She bad discovered, however, that he was not 
liked by the peasants. His appearance was not 
attractive, and she doubted whether she could 
persuade Eleanor to see him. 

An idea struck her. Without consulting Mrs. 
Burgoyne, she took her hat and boldly walked 
up to the Palazzo on the hill. Here she inquired 
for the Contessa Guerrini. The Contessa, how- 
ever, was out ; Lucy left a little note in French 
asking for advice. Could they get a good doctor 
at Selvapendente, or must she send to Orvieto? 

She had hardly reached home before an answer 
followed her from the Contessa, who regretted ex- 
tremely that Mademoiselle Foster should not have 
found her at home. There was a good doctor at 
S£lvapendente,and the Contessa would havegreat 
pleasure in sending a mounted messenger to fetch 
him. She regretted the illness of madame. There 
was a fair farmacia in the village. Otherwise 
she was afraid that in illness the ladies would not 
find themselves very well placed at Torre Amiata. 
Would mademoiselle kindly have her directions 
for the doctor ready, and the messenger would 
call immediately ? 

Lucy was sincerely grateful and perhaps a little 
astonished. She was obliged to tell Eleanor, and 
Eleanor showed some restlessness, but was too un- 
well to protest. 

The doctor came and proved to be competent. 

The fever was subdued, and Eleanor was soon 
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convalescent. Meanwhile flowers, fruit, and deli- 
cacies were sent daily from the Palazzo, and twice 
did the Contessa descend from her little victoria 
at the door of the convent court-yard, to inquire 
for the patient. 

On each occasion Lucy saw her, and received 
the impression of a digniiied, kind, and masterful 
woman, bowed by recent grief, but nevertheless 
sensitively alive in a sort of old-fashioned stately 
way to the claims of strangers on the protection 
of the local grandee. It seemed to attract her 
that Lucy was American, and that Eleanor was 
English. 

" I have twice visited England," she said, in an 
English that was correct, but a little rusty. " My 
husband learned many things from England — for 
the estate. But I wonder, mademoiselle, that you 
come to us at this time of year 7" 

Lucy laughed and colored. She said it was 
pleasant to see Italy without the forestteri ; that 
it was like surprising a bird on its nest. But she 
stumbled a little, and the Contessa noticed both 
the blush and the stumbling. 

When Eleanor was able to go out, the little car- 
riage was sent for her, and neither she nor Lucy 
knew how to refuse it. They drove up and down 
the miles of zigzag road that Don Emilio had 
made through the forest on either side of the 
river, connecting the Palazzo Guerrini with the 
casa di caccia on the mountain opposite. The 
roads were deserted ; grass was beginning to grow 
on them. The peasants scarcely ever used them. 
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They clung to the old steep paths and tracts that 
had been theirs for generations. But the small 
smart horses, in their jingling harness, trotted 
briskly along ; and Eleanor beside her compan- 
ion, more frail and languid than ever, looked list- 
lessly out upon a world of beauty that spoke to 
her no more. 

And at last a note from the Contessa arrived, 
asking if the ladies would honor her and her 
daughter by taking tea with them at the Palaz- 
zo. " We are in deep mourning and receiving no 
society," said the note ; " but if madame and her 
friend will visit us in this quiet way it will give 
us pleasure, and they will perhaps enjoy the high 
view from here over our beautiful country," 

Eleanor winced and accepted. 

The Palazzo, as they climbed up through the 
village towards it, showed itself to be an impos- 
ing pile of the later seventeenth century, with 
heavily barred lower windows, and, above, a series 
of graceful toggle on its northern and western 
fronts which gave it a delicate and habitable air. 
On the northeastern side the woods, broken by 
the stone-fall of the Sassetto, sank sharply to the 
river; on the other the village and the vineyards 
pressed upon its very doors. The great entrance 
gateway opened on a squalid village street, alive 
with crawling babies and chatting mothers. 

At this gateway, however — through which ap- 
peared a court-yard aglow with oleanders and 
murmurous with running water — they were re- 
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ceivcd with some state. An old major-domo met 
them, accompanied by two footmen and a carry- 
ing-chair. Eleanor was borne up a high flight of 
stone stairs, and through a vast and bare " apart- 
ment " of enormous rooms with tiled or brick 
floors and wide stone chemindes, furnished with a 
few old chests and cabinets, a collection of French 
engravings of the last century, and some indiffer- 
ent pictures. A few of the rooms were frescoed 
with scenes of hunting or social life in a facile 
eighteenth- century style. Here and there was a 
piece of old tapestry or a Persian carpet. But as 
a whole, the Palazzo, in spite of its vastness, made 
very much the impression of an old English 
manor-house which has belonged to people of 
some taste and no great wealth, and has grown 
threadbare and even ugly with age. Yet tradi- 
tion and the family remain. So here, A frugal 
and antique dignity, sure of itself and need- 
ing no display, breathed in the great cool 
spaces. 

The Contessa and her daughter were in a small 
and more modern salone looking on the river and 
the woods. Eleanor was placed in a low chair 
neat the open window, and her hostess could not 
forbear a few curious and pitying glances at the 
sharp, high-bred face of the Englishwoman, the 
feverish lips, and the very evident emaciation, 
which the elegance of the loose black dress tried 
in vain to hide. 

" I understand, raadame," she said, after Elea- 
nor had expressed her thanks with the pretty 
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effusion that was natural to her, " that you were 
at Torre Amiata last autumn ?" 

Eleanor started. The massaj'a, she supposed, 
had been gossiping. It was disagreeable, put 
good-breeding bade her tie frank. 

" Yes, I was here with some friends, and your 
agent gave us hospitality for the night." 

The Contessa looked astonished. 

"Ah!" she said, "you were here with the 

Eleanor assented. 

" And you spent the winter in Rome ?" 

" Part of it. Madame, you have the most glo- 
rious view in the world !" And she turned tow- 
ards the great prospect at her feet. 

The Contessa understood. 

" How ill she is !" she thought ; " and how dis- 
tinguished !" 

And presently Eleanor on her side, while she 
was talking nervously and fast on a good many 
disconnected subjects, found herself observing 
her hostess. The Contessa's strong square face 
had been pale and grief-stricken when she saw it 
first. But she noticed now that the eyelids were 
swollen and red, as though from constant tears ; 
and the little sallow daughter looked sadder and 
shyer than ever. Eleanor presently gathered that 
they were living in the strictest seclusion and saw 
no visitors. " Then why " — she asked herself, 
wondering — "did she speak to us in the Sasset- 
to ? — and why are we admitted now ? Ah ! that 
is his portrait !" 
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For at the Contessa's elbow, on a table specially 
given up to it, she perceived a large framed pho- 
tograph draped in black. It represented a tall 
young man in an artillery uniform. The face 
was handsome, eager, and yet melancholy. It 
seemed to express a character at once impatient 
and despondent, but held in check by a strong 
will. With a shiver Eleanor again recalled the 
ghastly incidents of the war ; and the story they 
had heard from the massaja of the young man's 
wound and despair. 

Her heart, in its natural lovingness, went out 
to his mother. She found her tongue, and she 
and the Contessa talked till the twilight fell of the 
country and the peasants, of the improvements in 
Italian farming, of the old convent and its history. 

Not a word of the war ; and not a word, Elea- 
nor noticed, of their fellow - lodger, Father Be- 
necke, From various indications she gathered 
that the sallow daughter was devote and a 
" black." The mother, however, seemed to be of 
a different stamp. She was at any rate a person 
of cultivation. That, the books lying about were 
enough to prove. But she had also the shrewd- 
ness and sobriety, the large pleasant homeliness, 
of a good man of business. It was evident that 
she, rather than her fattore, managed her prop- 
erty, and that she perfectly understood what she 
was doing. 

In truth, a secret and strong sympathy had 
arisen between the two women. During the 
days that followed they met often. 
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The Contessa asked no further questions as to 
the past history or future plans of the visitors. 
But indirectly, and without betraying her new 
friends, she made inquiries in Rome. One of the 
D family wrote to her : 

" The English people we brought with us last 
year to your delicious Torre Amiata were three 
— a gentleman and two ladies. The gentleman 
was a Mr. Manisty, a former member of the Eng- 
lish Parliament, and very conspicuous in Rome 
last winter for a kind of Brunetifere alliance with 
the Vatican and hostility to the Italian regime. 
People mostly regarded it as a pose; and as he 
and his aunt were rich and of old family, and Mr. 
Manisty was — when he chose — a most brilliant 
talker, they were welcome everywhere, and Rome 
certainly feted them a good deal. The lady stay- 
ing with them was a Mrs. Burgoyne, a very grace- 
ful and charming woman whom everybody liked. 
It was quite plain that there was some close rela- 
tion between her and Mr, Manisty. By which I 
mean nothing scandalous ! Heavens ! nobody 
ever thought of such a thing. But I believe that 
many people who knew them well felt that it 
would be a very natural and right thing that he 
should marry her. She was evidently touchingly 
devoted to him — acting as his secretary, and 
hanging on his talk. In the spring they went 
out to the hills, and a young American girl — 
quite a beauty, they say, though rather raw — went 
to stay with them. I heard so much of her beauty 
from Madame Variani that I was anxious to see 
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her. Miss Manisty promised to bring her here 
before they left in June. But apparently the 
party broke up suddenly, and we saw no more of 
them, 

" Now I think I have told you the chief facts 
about them. I wonder what makes you ask 7 I 
often think of poor Mrs. Burgoyne, and hope she 
may be happy some day. I can't say, however, 
that Mr. Manisty ever seemed to me a very de- 
sirable husband ! And yet I was very sorry you 
were not at home in the autumn. You might 
have disliked him heartily, but you would have 
found him piquant and stimulating. And of all 
the glorious heads on man's shoulders he pos- 
sesses the most glorious — the head of a god at- 
tached to a rather awkward and clumsy body." 

Happy ! Well, whatever else might have hap- 
pened, the English lady was not yet happy. Of 
that the Contessa Guerrini was tolerably certain 
after a first conversation with her. Amid the 
gnawing pressure of her own grief there was a 
certain distraction in the observance of this sad 
and delicate creature, and in the very natural 
speculations she aroused. Clearly Miss Foster 
was the young American girl. Why were they 
here together, in this heat, away from all their 
friends ? 

One day Eleanor was sitting with the Contessa 

on a loggia in the Palazzo, looking northwest 

towards Radicofani. It was a cool and rather 

cloudy evening, after a day of gasping heat. The 
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major-domo suddenly announced: "His rever- 
ence, Don Teodoro," 

The young padre parr oco appeared — a slim, en- 
gaging figure, as be stood for an instant amid 
the curtains of the doorway, glancing at the two 
ladies with an expression at once shy and con- 
fiding. 

He received the Contessa's greeting with effu- 
sion, bowing low over her hand. When she in- 
troduced him to the English lady, he bowed again 
ceremoniously. But his blue eyes lost their 
smile. The gesture was formal, the look con- 
strained. Eleanor, remembering Father Beaecke, 
understood. 

In conversation with the Contessa however he 
recovered a boyish charm and spontaneity that 
seemed to be characteristic. Eleanor watched 
him with admiration, noticing also the subtle 
discernment of the Italian, which showed through 
all his simplicity of manner. It was impossible 
to mistake, for instance, that he felt himself in 
a house of mourning. The movements of body 
and voice were all at first subdued and sympa- 
thetic. Yet the mourning had passed into a 
second stage, and ordinary topics might now be 
introduced. He glided into them with the most 
perfect tact. 

He had come for two reasons. First, to an- 
nounce his appointment as Select Preacher for 
the coming Advent at a well-known church in 
Rome ; secondly, to bring to the Contessa's notice 
a local poet — gifted, but needy— an Orvieto man, 
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whose Muse the clergy had their own reasons for 
cultivating. 

The Contessa congratulated him, and he bowed 
profoundly in a silent pleasure. 

Then he took up the poet, repeating stanza 
after stanza with a perfect nalveti, in his rich 
young voice, without a trace of display ; ending 
at last with a little sigh, and a sudden dropping 
of the eyes, like a child craving pardon. 

Eleanor was delighted with him, and the Con- 
tessa, who seemed more difficult to please, also 
smiled upon him. Teresa, the pious daughter, 
was with Lucy in the Sassetto. No doubt she 
was the little priest's particular friend. He had 
observed at once that she was not there, and had 
inquired for her. 

" One or two of those lines remind me of Car- 
ducci, and that reminds me that I saw Carducci 
for the first time this spring," said the Contessa, 
turning to Eleanor. " Ifwas at a meeting of the 
Accademia in Rome. A great affair — the King 
and Queen — and a paper on Science and Religion, 
by MazaoH. Perhaps you don't remember his 
name? He was our Minister of the Interior a 
few years ago." 

Eleanor did not hear. Her attention was di- 
verted by the sudden change in the aspect of the 
padre parroco. It was the dove turned hawk. 
The fresh face seemed to have lost its youth in 
a moment, to have grown old, sharp, rancorous. 

" Mazzoli !" — he said, as the Contessa paused — 

"EccelUnza, i un Ehreol" ' 
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The Contessa frowned. Yes, MazzoU was a 
Jew, but an honest man ; and his address had 
been of great interest, as bearing witness to the 
revival of religious ideas in circles that had once 
been wholly outside religion. The parroco's lips 
quivered with scorn. He remembered the affair 
—a scandalous business! The King and Queen 
present, and a Jew daring before them, to plead 
the need of "a new religion" — in Italy, where 
Catholicism, Apostolic and Roman, was guar- 
anteed as the national religion — by the first ar- 
ticle of the Statute. The Contessa replied with 
some dryness that Mazzoli spoke as a philosopher. 
Whereupon \.\i&parroco insisted with heat that 
there could be no true philosophy outside the 
Church. The Contessa laughed and turned upon 
the young man a flashing and formidable eye. 

" Let the Church add a little patriotism to her 
philosophy, Father, — she will find it better ap- 
preciated." 

Don Teodoro straightened to the blow, "I 
am a Roman, Eccellenza — you also — ScusH" 

" I am an Italian, Father— you also. But you 
hate your country." 

Both speakers had grown a little pale. 

" I have nothing to do with the Italy of Venti 
Settembre," said the priest, twisting and untwist- 
ing his long fingers in a nervous passion. "That 
Italy has three marks of distinction before Europe 
—by which you may know her." 

" And those — ?" said the Contessa, calm and 
challenging. 
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"Debt, Eccellenza — hunger! — crimes of blood! 
Sono il suo primato — I'unuo !" 

He threw at her a look sparkling and venomous. 
All the grace of his youth had vanished. As he 
sat there, Eleanor in a flash saw in him the con- 
spirator and the firebrand that a few more years 
would make of him. 

"Ah !" said the Contessa, flushing. "There were 
none of these things in the old Papal States? — 
under the Bourbons? — the Austrians ? Well — we 
understand perfectly that you would destroy us 
if you could !" 

" EccelUma, Jesus Christ and his Vicar come 
before the House of Savoy !" 

" Ruin us, and see what you will gain !" 

"Eccellenza, the Lord rules." 

"Well — well. Break the eggs — that's easy. 
But whether the omelet will be as the Jesuits 
please — that's another affair." 

Each combatant smiled, and drew a long breath. 

"These are our old battles," said the Contessa, 
shaking her head. "Scusi/ I must go and give 
an order," 

And to Eleanor's alarm, she rose and left the 

The young priest showed a momentary em- 
barrassment at being left alone with the strange 
lady. But it soon passed. He sat a moment, 
quieting down, with his eyes dropped, his finger- 
tips lightly joined upon his knee. Then he said 
sweetly : 

"You are perhaps not acquainted with the 
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pictures in the Palazzo, madame. May I offer 
you my services? 1 believe that I know the 
names of the portraits. 

Eleanor was grateful to him, and they wan- 
dered through the bare rooms, looking at the 
very doubtful works of art that they contained. 

Presently, as they returned to the salone from 
which they had started, £leanor caught sight of 
a fine old copy of the Raphael St. Cecilia at 
Bologna. The original has been much injured, 
and the excellence of the copy struck her. She 
was seized, too, with a stabbing memory of a day 
in the Bologna Gallery with Manisty ! 

She hurried across the room to look at the 
picture. The priest followed her, 

"Ah! that, madame," he said with enthusiasm 
— " that is a capolavoro. It is by Michael An- 
gelo." 

Eleanor looked at him in astonishment. " This 
one ? It is a copy, Padre, of Raphael's St. Cecilia 
at Bologna — a very interesting and early copy." 

Don Teodoro frowned. He went up to look at 
it doubtfully, pushing out his lower lip, 

" Oh ! no, madame," he said, returning to her, 
and speaking with a soft yet obstinate com- 
, placency, " Pardon me — but you are mistaken. 
That is an original work ot the great Michael 
Angelo," 

Eleanor said no more. 

When the Contessa returned, Eleanor took up 

a volume of French translations from the Greek 

Anthology that the Contessa had lent her the 
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day before. She restored the dainty little book 
to its mistress, pointing to some of her favorites. 

Thefiarroco's face fell as he listened, 

" Ah ! — these are from the Greek !" he said, 
looking down modestly, as the Contessa handed 
him the book. " I spent five years, EccelUnza, 

in learning Greek, but !" He shrugged his 

shoulders gently. 

Then glancing from one lady to the other, he 
said with a deprecating smile : 

" I could tell you some things. I could explain 
what some of the Greek words in Italian come 
from — ' mathematics,' for instance." 

He gave the Greek word with a proud humil- 
ity, emphasizing each syllable, 

" ' Economy ' — 'theocracy ' — 'aristocracy.' " 

The Greek came out like a child's lesson. He 
was not always sure ; he corrected himself once 
or twice ; and at the end he threw back his head 
with a little natural pride. 

But the ladies avoided looking either at him or 
each other. 

Eleanor thought of Father Benecke ; of the 
weight of learning on that silver head. Yet 
Benecke was an outcast, and this youth was al- 
ready on the ladder of promotion. 

When he departed the Contessa threw up her 
hands. 

"And that man is just appointed Advent Preach- 
er at one of the greatest churches in Rome !" 

Then she checked herself. 

" At the same time, madame," she said, look* 
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ing a little stiffly at Eleanor, "we have learned 
priests — many of them." 

Eleanor hastened to assent. With what heat 
had Manisty schooled her during the winter to 
the recognition of Catholic learning, within its 
own self-chosen limits ! 

" It is this deplorable seminary education !" 
sighed the Contessa, " How is one half of the 
nation ever to understand the other ? They 
speak a different language. Imagine all our sci- 
entific education on the one side, and this — this 
dangerous innocent on the other ! And yet we 
all want religion — we all want some hope beyond 
this life." 

Her strong voice broke. She turned away, 
and Eleanor could only see the massive outline 
of head and bust, and the coils of gray hair. 

Mrs. Burgoyne drew her chair nearer to the 
Contessa. Silently and timidly she laid a hand 
upon her knee. 

" I can't understand," she said in a low voice, 
"how you have had the patience to be kind to 
us, these last weeks !" 

" Do you know why ?" said the Contessa, turn- 
ing round upon her, and no longer attempting to 
conceal the tears upon her fine old face. 

" No^tell me !" 

" It was because Emilio loved the English. 
He once spent a very happy summer in Eng- 
land. I — I don't know whether he was in love 
with any one. But, at any rate, he looked back 
to it with deep feeling. He always did every- 
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thing that he could for any English person — and 
especially in these wilds. I have known him 
often take trouble that seemed to me extrava- 
gant or quixotic. But he always would. And 
when I saw you in the Sassetto that day, I knew 
exactly what he would have done. You looked 
so delicate — and I remembered how rough the 
convent was. I had hardly spoken to anybody 
but Teresa since the news came, but 1 could not 
help speaking to you." 

Eleanor pressed her hand. After a pause she 
said gently : 
" He was with General Da Bormida ?" 
" Yes — he was with Da Bormida. There were 
three columns, you remember. He was with the 
column that seemed for a time to be successful. 
I only got the full account last week from a 
brother -officer, who was a prisoner till the end 
of June. Emilio, like all the rest, thought the 
position was carried — that it was a victory. He 
raised his helmet and shouted, Viva il Ri/ Viva 
I' Italia ! And then all in a moment the Scioans 
were on them like a flood. They were all carried 
away. Emilio rallied his men again and again, 
under a hail of bullets. Several heard him say: 
'Courage, lads — courage! Your captain dies 
with you! Avanti! avantH Viva I'ltalta!' 
Then at last he was frightfully wounded, and 
perhaps you may have heard in the village " — 
again the mother turned her face away — "that 
he said to a caporale beside him, who came from 
this district, whom he knew at home — ' Federigo, 
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take your gun and finish it.' He was afraid— 
my beloved! — of falling into the hands of the 
enemy. Already they had passed some wound- 
ed, horribly mutilated. The caporale refused. 
* I can't do that, Eccellenea,' he said ; ' but we 
will transport you or die with you !' Then again 
there was a gleam of victory. He thought the 
enemy were repulsed. A brother - officer saw 
him being carried along by two soldiers, and 
Emilio beckoned to him. ' You must be my con- 
fessor !' he said, smiling. And be gave him some 
messages for me and Teresa — some directions 
about his affairs. Then he asked ; ' It is victory 
—isn't it? We have won, after all?' And the 
other — who knew — couldn't bear to tell him the 
truth. He said, 'Yes.' And Emilio said, *You 
swear it?' 'I swear.' And the boy made the 
sign of the cross — said again, ^ Viva l' Italia I' — 
and died. . . . They buried him that night under 
a little thicket. My God ! I thank Thee that he 
did not lie on that accursed plain I" 

She raised her handkerchief to hide her trem- 
bling lips. Eleanor said nothing Her face was 
bowed upon her hands, which lay on the Con- 
tessa's knee, 

" His was not a very happy temperament," said 
the poor mother presently. " He was always 
anxious and scrupulous. I sometimes thought 
he had been too much influenced by Leopardi ; 
he was always quoting him. That is the way 
with many of our young men. Yet Emilio was 
a Christian — a sincere believer. It would have 
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been better if he had married. But he gave all 
bis affection to me and Teresa — and to this place 
and tl^e people. I was to carry on his work — 
but I ana an old woman — and very tired. Why 
should the young go before their time ? . . . Yet 
I have no bitterness about the war. It was a 
ghastly mistake — and it has humiliated us as a 
nation. But nations are made by their blun- 
derings as much as by their successes. Bmilio 
would not have grudged his life. He always 
thought that Italy had been ' made too quick,' 
as they say — that our day of trial and weakness 
was not done. . . . But, Gesit mio! — if he had 
not left me so much of life." 

Eleanor raised her head. 

" I, too," she said, almost in a whisper—" I, too, 
have lost a son. But he was a little fellow." 

The Contessa looked at her ic astonishment 
and burst into tears. 

" Then we are two miserable women !" she said, 
wildly. 

Eleanor clung to her — but with a sharp sense 
of unfitness and unworthiness. She felt herself 
a hypocrite. In thought and imagination her 
boy now was but a hovering shadow compared 
to Manisty. It was not this sacred mother 'love 
that was destroying her own life. 

As they drove home through the evening fresh- 
ness, Eleanor's mind pursued its endless and soli- 
tary struggle. 

Lucy sat beside her. Every now and then 
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Eleanor's furtive guilty look sought the girl's 
face. Sometimes a flying terror would grip her 
by the heart. Was Lucy graver — paler ? Were 
there some new lines round the sweet eyes? 
That serene and virgin beauty — had it suffer- 
ed the first withering touch since Eleanor had 
known it first ? And if so, whose hand ? whose 
fault ? 

Once or twice her heart failed within her ; fore- 
seeing a remorse that was no sooner imagined 
than it was denied, scouted, hurried out of sight. 

That brave, large-brained woman with whom 
she had just been talking; there was something 
in the atmosphere which the Contessa's person- 
ality shed round it, that made Eleanor doubly 
conscious of the fever in her own blood. As in 
Father Benecke's case, so here ; she could only 
feel herself humiliated and dumb before these 
highest griefs — the griefs that ennoble and en- 
throne. 

That night she woke from a troubled sleep with 
a stifled cry of horror. In her dreams she had 
been wrestling with Manisty, trying to thrust 
him back with all the frenzied force of her weak 
hands. But be bad wrenched himself from her 
hold. She saw him striding past her — aglow, tri- 
umphant. And that dim white form awaiting 
him— and the young arms outstretched ! 

" No, no ! False ! She doesn't — doesn't love 

him !" her heart cried, throwing all its fiercest 

life into the cry. She sat up in bed trembling 

and haggard. Then she stole into the next room. 
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Lucy lay deeply, peacefully asleep. Eleanor 
sank down beside her, hungrily watching her. 
"How could she sleep like that — if — if she 
cared?" asked her wild thoughts, and she com- 
forted herself, smiling at her own remorse. Once 
she touched the girl's hand with her lips, feeling 
towards her a rush of tenderness that came like 
dew on the heat of the soul. Then she crept back 
to bed, and cried, and cried — through the golden 
mounting of the dawn. 
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CHAPTER XIX 

THE days passed on. Between Eleanor and 
Lucy there had grown up a close, intense, 
and yet most painful affection. Neither 
gave the other her full confidence, and on Elea- 
nor's side the consciousness both of the futility 
and the enormity of what she bad done only 
increased with time, embittering the resistance 
of a will which was still fierce and unbroken. 

Meanwhile she often observed her companion 
with a quick and torturing curiosity. What was 
it that Manisty had found so irresistible, when all 
her own subtler arts had failed ? 

Lucy was in some ways very simple, primitive 
even, as Manisty had called her. Eleanor knew 
that her type was no longer common in a modern 
America that sends all its girls to college, and 
ransacks the world for an experience. But at 
the same time the depth and force of her nature 
promised rich developments in the future. She 
was still a daughter of New England, with many 
traits now fast disappearing ; but for her, too, 
there was beginning that cosmopolitan transfor- 
mation to which the women of her race lend 
themselves so readily. 
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And it was Manisty's influence that was at 
work ! Eleanor's miserable eyes discerned it in 
a hundred ways. Half the interests and questions 
on which Manisty's mind had been fixed for so 
long were becoming familiar to Lucy. They got 
books regularly from Rome, and Eleanor had 
been often puzzled by Lucy's selections — till one 
day the key to them flashed across her. 

The girl indeed was making her way, fast and 
silently, into quite new regions of thought and 
feeling. She read, and she thought. She observed 
the people of the village ; she even frequented 
their humble church, though she would never go 
with Eleanor to Sunday mass. There some deep, 
unconquerable instinct held faer back. 

All through, indeed, her personal beliefs and 
habits — evangelical, unselfish, strong, and a little 
stem — seemed to be quite unchanged. But they 
were differently tinged, and would be in time 
differently presented. Nor would they ever, of 
themselves, divide her from Manisty, Eleanor 
saw that clearly enough. Lucy could hold opin- 
ion passionately, unreasonably even ; but she was 
not of the sort that makes life depend upon opin- 
ion. Her true nature was large, tolerant, pa- 
tient. The deepest forces in it were forces of 
feeling, and no intellectual difference would ever 
be able to deny them their natural outlet. 

Meanwhile Lucy seemed to herself the most 
hopelessly backward and ignorant person, par- 
ticularly in Eleanor's company. 

"Oh ! I am just a dunce," she said one day to 
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Eleanor, with a Gmile and sigh, after Bome 
questions as to her childhood and bringing up. 
"They ought to have sent me to college. All 
the girls I knei7 went. But then Uncle Ben 
would have been quite alone. So I just had to 
get along," 

" But you know what many girls don't know." 

Lucy gave a shrug. 

*' I know some Latin and Greek, and other 
things that Uncle Ben could teach me. But oh! 
what a simpleton I used to feel in Boston !" 

"You were behind the age?" 

Lucy laughed. 

" I didn't seem to have anything to do with the 
age, or the age with me. You see, I was slow, 
and everybody else was quick. But an American 
that isn't quick's got no right to exist. You're 
bound to have heard the last thing, and read the 
last book, or people just want to know why you're 
there !" 

" Why should people call you slow ?" said Elea- 
nor, in that voice which Lucy often found so dif- 
ficult to understand, because of the strange note 
of hostility which, for no reason at all, would 
sometimes penetrate through the sweetness. 
*' It's absurd. How quickly you've picked up 
Italian — and frocks ! — and a hundred things." 

She smiled, and stroked the brown head beside 
her. 

Lucy colored, bent over her work, and did not 
reply. 

Generally they passed their mornings in the 
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^SS*** reading and working. Lucy was a dex- 
terous Deedle- woman, and a fine piece of embroid- 
ery had made much progress since their arrival 
at Torre Amiata. Secretly she wondered whether 
she was to finish it there. Eleanor now shrank 
from the least mention of change ; and Lucy, 
having opened her generous arms to this burden, 
did not know when she would be allowed to put 
it down. She carried it, indeed, very tenderly 
— with a love that was half eager remorse. Still, 
before long Uncle Ben must remonstrate in ear- 
nest. And the Porters, whom she had treated so 
strangely? They were certainly going back to 
America in September, if not before. And must 
she not go with them ? 

And would the heat at Torre Amiata be bear- 
able for the sensitive northerner after July? Al- 
ready they spent many hours of the day in their 
shuttered and closed rooms, and Eleanor was 
whiter than the convolvulus which covered the 
new- mown hay-fields. 

What a darling — what a kind and chivalrous 
darting was Uncle Ben ! She had asked him to 
trust her, and he had done it nobly, though it 
was evident from his letters that be was anxious 
and disturbed. " I cannot tell you everything," 
she had written, " or I should be betraying a con- 
fidence ; but I am doing what I feel to be right 
— what I am sure you would consent to my doing 
if you knew. Mrs, Burgoyne is very frail — and 
she clings to me, I can't explain to you how or 
why — but so it is. For the present I must look 
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after her. This place is beautiful ; the heat not 
yet too great ; and you shall hear every week. 
Only, please, tell other people that I wish you 
to forward letters, and cannot long be certain of 
my address," 

And he : 

" Dear child, this is very mysterious. I don't 
like it. It would be absurd to pretend that I did. 
But I haven't trusted my Lucy for fourteen years 
in order to begin to persecute her now because 
she can't tell me a secret. Only I give you warn- 
ing that if you don't write to me every week, my 
generosity, as you call it, will break down — and 
I shall be for sending out a search-party right 
away. ... Do you want money? I must say 
that I hope Tuly will see the end of your ad- 
venture." 

Would it? Lucy found her mind full of anz- 
ious thoughts as Eleanor read aloud to her. 

Presently she discovered that a skein of silk 
she wanted for her work was not in her basket. 
She turned to look also in her old inlaid work-box, 
which stood on a small table beside her. But it 
was not there. 

" Please wait a moment," she said to her com- 
panion. " I am afraid I must get my silk." 

She stood up hastily, and her movement upset 
the rickety cane table. With a crash her work- 
box fell to the ground, and its contents rolled all 
over the loggia. She gave a cry of dismay. 

" Oh ! my terracottas ! — my poor terracottas !" 

Eleanor started, and rose too, involuntarily, to 
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her ictt. fixert on the ground lay all the little 
Nemi fragments which Manisty had given to 
Lucy, and which had been stowed away, each 
carefully wrapped in tissue-paper, in the well of 
her old work-box. 

Eleanor assisted to pick them up, rather silent- 
ly. The note of keen distress in Lucy's voice 
rang in her ears, 

"They are not much hurt, luckily," she said. 

And indeed, thanks to the tissue-paper, there 
were only a few small chips and bruises to be- 
moan when Lucy at last had gathered them all 
safely into her lap. Still, chips and bruises in 
the case of delicate Grseco - Roman terracottas 
are more than enough to make their owner smart, 
and Lucy bent over them with a very flushed 
and rueful face, examining and wrapping them 
up again. 

" CottOQ-wool would be better," she said anx- 
iously. " How have you put your two away ?' 

Directly the words were out of her mouth she 
felt that they had been better unspoken. 

A deep fiush stained Eleanor's thin face. 

" I am afraid I haven't taken much care of 
them," she said hurriedly. 

They were both silent for a little. But while 
Lucy still had her lap full of her treasures, Elea- 
nor again stood up. 

" I will go in and rest for an hour before d^- 
jeuner. I thmk I might go to sleep." 

She had passed a very broken night, and Lucy 

looked at her with tender concern. She quickly 
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but carefully laid aside her terracottas, that she 
might go in with Eleanor and " settle her " com- 
fortably. 

But when she was left to rest in her carefully 
darkened room, and Lucy had gone back to the 
loggia, Eleanor got no wink of sleep. She lay 
in an anguish of memory, living over again that 
last night at the villa — thinking of Manisty in 
the dark garden and her own ungovernable im- 
pulse. 

Presently a slight sound reached her from the 
loggia. She turjied her head quickly, A sob? 
— from Lucy ? 

Her heart stood still. Noiselessly she slipped 
to her feet. The door between her and the loggia 
had been left ajar for air. It was partially glazed, 
with shutters of plain green wood outside, and 
inside a muslin blind. Eleanor approached it. 

Through the chink of the door she saw Lucy 
plainly. The girl had been sitting almost with 
her back to the door, but she had turned so that 
her profile and hands were visible. 

How quiet she was I Yet never was there an 
attitude more eloquent. She held in her hands, 
which lay upon her knee, one of the little terra- 
cottas. Eleanor could see it perfectly. It was 
the head of a statuette, not unlike her own 
which she had destroyed, — a smaller and ruder 
Artemis with the Cybele crown. There flashed 
into her mind the memory of Manisty explaining 
it to the girl, sitting on the bench behind the 
strawberry hut ; his black brows bent in the 
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eagerness of his talk ; her sweet eyes, her pure 
pleasure. 

And now Lucy had no companion — ^but thought. 
Her face was raised, the eyes were shut, the beauti- 
ful mouth quivered in the effort to be still. She 
was mistress of herself, yet not for the moment 
wholly mistress of longing and of sorrow. A 
quick struggle passed over the face. There was 
another slight sob. Then Eleanor saw her raise 
the terracotta, bow her face upon it, press it long 
and lingeringly to her lips. It was like a gest- 
ure of eternal farewell ; the gesture of a child 
expressing the heart of a woman. 

Eleanor tottered back. She sat on the edge 
of her bed, motionless in the darkness, till the 
sounds of Cecco bringing up the pranzo in the 
corridor outside warned her that her time of sol- 
itude was over. 

In the evening Eleanor was sitting in the Sas- 
setto. Lucy with her young need of exercise had 
set off to walk down through the wood to the first 
bridge over the Paglia, Eleanor had been very 
weary all day, and for the first time irritable. It 
was almost with a secret relief that Lucy started, 
and Eleanor saw her depart. 

Mrs. Burgoyne was left stretched on her long 
canvas chair, in the green shade of the Sassetto. 
All about her was a chaos of moss-grown rocks 
crowned with trees young and old ; a gap in the 
branches showed her a distant peachy sky suf- 
fused with gold above the ethereal heights of the 
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Amiata rang'e ; a little wind crept through the 
trees ; the birds were silent, but the large green 
lizards slipped in and out, and made a friendly 
life in the cool shadowed place. 

The Contessa was to have joined Eleanor here 
at six o'clock. But a note had arrived excusing 
her. The visit of some relations detained her. 

Nevertheless a little after six a step was heard 
approaching along the winding path which while 
it was still distant Eleanor knew to be Father 
Benecke. For his sake, she was glad that the 
Contessa was not with her. 

As for Donna Teresa, when she met the priest 
in the village or on the road she shrank out of 
his path as though his mere shadow brought 
malediction. 

Her pinched face, her thin figure seemed to 
contract still further under an impulse of fear 
and repulsion. Eleanor had seen it, and won* 
dered. 

But even the Contessa would have nothing to 
say to him. 

" Non, madame; c'est plus fort que mot.'" she 
bad said to Eleanor one day that she had come 
across Mrs. Burgoyne and Father Benecke to- 
gether in the Sassetto — in after-excuse for her 
behavior to him. " For you and me — bien enten- 
du ! — we think what we please. Heaven knows 
I am not bigoted. Teresa makes herself unhappy 
about me." The stout, imperious woman stifled 
a sigh that betrayed much. " I take what Iwant 
from our religion — and I don't trouble about the 
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rest. Emilio was the same. But a priest that 

disobeys — that deserts ! No! that is another 

matter. I can't argue ; it seizes me by the 
throat." She made an expressive movement, " It 
is an instinct — an inheritance — call it what you 
like. But I feel like Teresa ; I could run at the 
sight of him." 

Certainly Father Benecke gave her no occasion 
to run. Since his recovery from the first shock 
and agitation of his suspension he had moved 
about the roads and tracks of Torre Amiata with 
the " recollected " dignity of the pale and medi- 
tative recluse. He asked nothing ; he spoke to 
no one, except to the ladies at the convent, and 
to the old woman who served him unwillingly in 
the little tumble-down house by the river's edge 
to which he had now transferred himself and his 
books, for greater solitude. Eleanor understood 
that he shrank from facing his German life and 
friends again till he had completed the revision 
of his book, and the evolution of bis thought ; 
and she had some reason to believe that he re- 
garded his isolation and the enmity of this Ital- 
ian neighborhood as a necessary trial and testing, 
to be borne without a murmur. 

As his step came nearer, she sat up and threw 
off her languor. It might have been divined, 
even, that she heard it with a secret excitement. 

When he appeared he greeted her with the 

manner at once reticent and cordial that was 

natural to him. He had brought her an article 

in a German newspaper of the " Centre " on him- 
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self and his case, the violence of which had pro- 
voked him to a reply, whereof the manuscript 
was also in his pocket. 

Eleanor took the article and turned it over. 
But some inward voice told her that her role of 
counsellor and critic was — again — played out. 
Suddenly Father Benecke said : 

" I have submitted my reply to Mr. Manisty. I 
would like to show you what he says." 

Eleanor fell back in her chair. " You know 
where he is ?" she cried. 

Her surprise was so great that she could not at 
ODce disguise her emotion. Father Benecke was 
also taken aback. He lifted his eyes from the 
papers he held. 

" I wrote to him through his bankers the other 
day, madame. I have always fouad that letters 
so addressed to him are forwarded." 

Then he stopped in distress and perturbation. 
Mrs. Burgoyne was still apparently struggling 
for breath and composure. His absent, seer's 
eyes at last took note of her as a human being. 
He understood, all at once, that he had before 
him a woman very ill, apparently very unhappy, " 
and that what he had just said had thrown her 
into an anguish with which her physical weak- 
ness was hardly able to cope. 

The color rose in his own cheeks. 

" Madame ! let me hasten to say that I have 
done your bidding precisely. You were so good 
as to tell me that you wished no information to 
be given to any one as to your stay here, I have 
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not breathed a word of it to Ur. Hanisty or to 
any other of my correspondeats. Let me show 
you his letter." 

He held it out to her. Eleanor took it with 
uncertain fingers, 

" Your mention of him took me by surprise," 
she said, after a moment. " Miss Foster and I 
— have been — so long — ^without hearing; of our 
friends." 

Then she stooped over the letter. It seemed 
to her the ink was hardly dry on it — that it was 
still warm from Manisty's hand. The date of it 
was only three days old. And the place from 
which it came? Cosenza? — Cosenza in Calabria? 
Then he was still in Italy ? 

She put the letter back into Father Benecke's 
hands. 

"Would you read it for me? I have rather a 
headache to-day. " 

He read it with a somewhat embarrassed voice. 
She lay listening, with her eyes closed under her 
large hat, each hand trying to prevent the trem- 
bling of the other. 

A strange pride swelled in her. It was a kind 
and manly letter, expressing far more personal 
sympathy with Benecke than Manisty had ever 
yet allowed himself — a letter wholly creditable 
indeed to the writer, and marked with a free and 
flowing beauty of phrase that brought home to 
Eleanor at every turn his voice, his movements, 
the ideas and sympathies of the writer. 

Towards the end came the familiar Manistyism : 
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"All the same, their answer to you is still as 
good as ever. The system must either break up 
or go on. They naturally prefer that it should 
go on. But if it is worked by men like you, it 
cannot go on. Their instinct never wavers ; and 
it is a true one." 

Then: 

"I don't know how I managed to write this 
letter — poor stuff as it is. My mind at this mo- 
ment is busy neither with speculation nor poli- 
tics. I am perched for the night on the side of 
a mountain thickly covered with beech woods, in 
a remote Calabrian hamlet, where however last 
year some pushing person built a small ' health 
resort,' to which a few visitors come from Naples 
and even from Rome. The woods are vast, the 
people savage. The brigands are gone, or going ; 
of electric light there is plenty. I came this 
morning, and shall be gone to-morrow. I am a 
pilgrim on the face of Italy. For six weeks I 
have wandered like this, from the Northern Ab- 
riizzi downward. Wherever holiday folk go to 
escape from the heat of the plains, I go. But my 
object is not theirs. . , . Nor is it yours, Padre. 
There are many quests in the world. Mine is 
one of the oldest that man knows. My heart 
pursues it, untired. And in the end I shall win 
to my goal." 

The old priest read the last paragraph in a 

hurried, unsteady voice. At every sentence he 

became aware of some electrical effect upon the 

delicate frame and face beside him ; but he read 
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on-Hiot knowing how to save himself— lest she 
should think that he had omitted anything. 

When he dropped the letter his hands, too, 
shook. There was a silence. 

Slowly Eleanor dragged herself higher in her 
chair ; she pushed her hat back from her fore- 
head ; she turned her white drawn face upon the 
priest. 

"Father," she said, bending towards him, "you 
are a priest — and a confessor ?" 

His face changed. He waited an instant be- 
fore replying. 

"Yes, madame — I am !" he said at last, with a 
&rm and passionate dignity, 

"Yet now you cannot act as a priest. And I 
am not a Catholic. Still, I am a human being — 
with a soul, I suppose— if there are such things ! 
— and you are old enough to be my father, and 
have bad great experience. I am in trouble — 
and probably dying. Will you hear my case — as 
though it were a confession — under the same 
seal?" 

She fixed her eyes upon him. Insensibly the 
priest's expression had changed ; the priestly 
caution, the priestly instinct had returned. He 
looked at her steadily and compassionately. 

" Is there no one, madame, to whom you might 
more profitably make this confession — do one 
who has more claim to it than I ?" 

"No one," 

" I cannot refuse," he said, uneasily. " I can- 
not refuse to hear any one in trouble and — if I 
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can — to help them. But let me remind you that 
this could not be in any sense a true confession. 
It could only be a conversation between friends." 

She drew her hand across her eyes. 

" I must treat it as a confession, or I cannot 
speak. I shall not ask you to absolve me. That 
—that would do me no good," she said, with a lit- 
tle wild laugh. " What I want is direction — from 
some one accustomed to look at people as they 
are — and — and to speak the truth to them. Say 
'yes,' Padre, You — you may have the fate of 
three lives in your hands." 

Her entreating eyes hung upon him. His con- 
sideration took a few moments longer. Then 
he dropped his own look upon the ground, and 
clasped his hands. 

" Say, my daughter, all that you wish to say." 
■ The priestly phrase gave her courage. 

She drew a long breath, and paused a little to 
collect her thoughts. When she began, it was in 
a low, dragging voice full of effort. 

" What I want to know, Father, is — how far 
one may fight — how far one should fight — for one's 
self. The facts are these. I will not mention 
any names. Last winter, Father, I had reason 
to think that life had changed for me — after 
many years of unhappiness. I gave my whole, 
whole heart away." The words came out in a 
gasp, as though a targe part of the physical 
power of the speaker escaped with them. " I 
thought that — in return — I was held in high 
value, in true aflEection— that— that my friend 
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cared for me more than for any one else — that 
in time he would be mine altogether. It was a 
great hope, you understand— I don't put it at 
more. But I had done much to deserve his 
kindness — he owed me a great deal. Not, I mean, 
for the miserable work I had done for him ; but 
for all the love, the thought by day and night 
that I had given htm." 

She bowed her head on her hands for a mo- 
ment. The priest sat motionless and she re- 
sumed, torn and excited by her strange task. 

" I was not alone in thinking and hoping — as I 
did. Other people thought it. It was not mere- 
ly presumptuous or foolish on my part. But — 
ah ! it is an old story, Padre. I don't know why 
I inflict it on you !'* 

She stopped, wringing her hands. 

The priest did not raise his eyes, but sat quiet- 
ly — in an attitude a little cold and stern, which 
seemed to rebuke her agitation. She composed 
herself, and resumed : 

" There was of course some one else, Father-^ 
you understood that from the beginning — some 
one younger, and far more attractive than I. It 
took five weeks — hardly so much. There was no 
affinity of nature and mind to go upon — or I 
thought so. It seemed to me all done in a mo- 
ment by a beautiful face. I could not be expect- 
ed to bear it — to resign myself at once to the 
loss of everything that made life worth living- 
could I, Father 7" she said passionately. 

The priest still did not took up, 
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" You resisted ?" he said. 

" I resisted — successfully," she said with flut- 
tering breath. "I separated them. The girl 
who supplanted me was most tender, dear, and 
good. She pitied me, and I worked upon her 
pity. I took her away from — from my friend. 
And why should I not 7 Why are we called upon 
perpetually to give up — give up? It seemed to 
me such a cruel, cold, unhuman creed. I knew 
ray own life was broken — beyond mending ; but 
I couldn't bear the unkindness — I couldn't for- 
give the injury— I couldn't — couldn't ! I took 
her away ; and my power is still great enough, 
and will be always great enough, if I choose, to 
part these two from each other !" 

Her hands were on her breast, as though she 
were trying to still the heart that threatened to 
silence her. When she spoke of giving up, her 
voice had taken a note of scorn, almost of hatred, 
that brought a momentary furrow to the priest's 
brow. 

For a little while after she had ceased to speak 
he sat bowed, and apparently deep in thought. 
When he looked up she braced herself, as though 
she already felt the shock of judgment. But he 
only asked a question. 

" Your girl friend, madame — her happiness 
was not involved ?" 

Eleanor shrank and turned away. 

" I thought not— at first" It was a mere mur- 
mur. 

" But now ?" 
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"I don't know— I suspect," she said miser, 
ably. " But, Father, if it were so she is young ; 
she has all her powers and chances before her. 
What would kill me would only — anticipate — for 
her — a day that must come. She is born to be 
loved." 

Again she let him see her face, convulsed by the 
effort for composure, the eyes shining with large 
tears. It was like the pleading of a wilful child. 

A veil descended also on the pure intense gaze 
of the priest, yet he bent it steadily upon her. 

" Madame— God has done you a great honor." 

The words were just breathed, but they did 
not falter. Mutely, with parted lips, she seemed 
to search for his meaning. 

" There are very few of whom God condescends 
to ask, as plainly, as generously, as He now asks 
of you. What does it matter, madame, whether 
God speaks to us amid the thorns or the flowers? 
But I do not remember that He ever spoke among 
the flowers, but often^-often, among deserts and 
wildernesses. And when He speaks — madame ! 
the condescension, the gift is that He should 
speak at all; that He, our Maker and Lord, should 
plead with, should as it were humble Himself to, 
our souls. Oh ! how we should hasten to answer, 
how we should hurry to throw ourselves and all 
that we have into His hands !" 

Eleanor turned away. Unconsciously she be- 
gan to strip the moss from a tree beside her. 
The tears dropped upon her lap. 

But the appeal was to religious emotion, not 
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to the moral judgment, and she rallied her 
forces. 

" You speak. Father, as a priest — as a Christian. 
I understand of course that that is the Christian 
language, the Christian point of view." 

" My daughter," he said simply, " I can speak 
no other language." 

There was a pause. Then he resumed: 'But 
consider it for a moment from another point of 
view. You say that for yourself you have re- 
nounced the expectation of happiness. What, 
then, do you desire? Merely the pain, the humil- 
iation of others? But is that an end that any 
man or woman may lawfully pursue — Pagan or 
Christian? It was not a Christian who said, 
'Men exist for the sake of one another.' Yet 
when two other human beings — your friends 
— have innocently — unwittingly — done you a 
wrong " 

She shook her head silently. 

The priest observed her. 

" One at least, you said, was kind and good-~ 
showed you a compassionate spirit — and intended 
you no harm. Yet you will punish her — for the 
sake of your own pride. And she is young. You 
who are older, and better able to control passion, 
ought you not to feel towards her as a tender 
elder sister — a mother — rather than a rival?" 

He spoke with a calm and even power, the 
protesting force of his own soul mounting all the 
time like a tide. 

Eleanor rose again in revolt 
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"It is no use," she said despairingly. "Do 
you understand, Father, what I said to you at 
first? — that I have probably not many months — 
a year perhaps— to live? And that to give these 
two to each other would embitter all my last 
days and hours — would make it impossible for 
me to believe, to hope, anything?" 

" No, no, poor soul !" he said, deeply moved. 
" It would be with you as with St, John : ' Now 
we know that we have passed from death unto 
life, because we love the brethren.' " 

She shrugged her shoulders. 

"I have no faith — and no hope." 

His look kindled, took a new aspect almost of 
command. 

"You do yourself wrong. Could you have 
brought yourself to ask this counsel of me, if 
God had not been already at work in your soul 
— if your sin were not already half conquered ?" 

She recoiled as though from a blow. Her 
cheek burned. 

" Sin !" she repeated bitterly, with a kind of 
scorn, not able to bear the word. 

But he did not quail. 

"All selfish desire is sin — desire that defies 
God and wills the hurt of man. Bat you will 
cast it out. The travail is already begun in you 
that will form the Christ." 

" Father, creeds and dogmas mean nothing to 
me!" 

"Perhaps," he said calmly. "Does religion 
also mean nothing to you?" 
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"Oh! I am a weak woman," she said with a 
quivering lip. " I throw myself on all that prom- 
ises consolation. When I see the nuns from 
down below pass up and down this road, I often 
think that theirs is the only way out ; that the 
Catholic Church and a convent are perhaps the 
solution to which I must come — for the little 
while that remains." 

" In other words," he said after a pause, " God 
offers you one discipline, and you would choose 
another. Well, the Lord gave the choice to 
David of what rod he would be scourged with; 
but it always has seemed to me that the choice 
was an added punishment. I would not have 
chosen. I would have left all to His Divine 
Majesty ! This cross is not of your own making ; 
it comes to you from God. Is it not the most 
signal proof of His love? He asks of you what 
only the strongest can bear ; gives you just time 
to serve Him with the best. As I said before, 
is it not His way of honoring His creature?" 

Eleanor sat without speaking, her delicat« 
head drooping, 

"And, madame," the priest continued with a 
changed voice, " you say that creeds and dogmas 
mean nothing to you. How can I, who am now 
cast out from the Visible Church, uphold them 
to you — attempt to bind them on your conscience ? 
But one thing I can do.whether as man or priest ; 
I can bid you ask yourself whether in truth Christ 
means nothing to you — and Calvary nothing?" 

He paused, staring at her with his bright and 
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yet unseeing eyes, the w&ve of feeling rising 
within him to a force and power born o£ recent 
Btorm, of the personal wrestling with a personal 
anguish. 

" Why is it " — he resumed, each word low and 
pleading, — " that this divine figure is enshrined, 
if not in all our affections — at least in all our im- 
aginations? Why is it that at the heart of this 
modern world, with all its love of gold, its thirst 
for knowledge, its desire for pleasure, there still 
lives and burns " — 

— He held out his two strong clenched hands, 
quivering, as though he held in them the vibrat- 
ing heart of man — 

— "this strange madness of sacrifice, this fool* 
ishness of the Cross? Why is it that in these 
polite and civilized races which lead the world, 
while creeds and Churches divide us, what still 
touches us most deeply, what still binds us to> 
gether most surely, is this story of a hideous 
death, which the spectators said was voluntary — 
which the innocent Victim embraced with joy as 
the ransom of His brethren — from which those 
who saw it received in very truth the communi* 
cation of a new life — a life, a Divine Mystery, re- 
newed among us now, day after day, in thousands 
of human beings? What does it mean, madame? 
Ask yourself! How has our world of lust and 
iron produced such a thing? How, except as the 
clew to the world's secret, is man to explain it to 
himself? Ah I my daughter, think what you will 
of the nature and dignity of the Crucified — but 
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turn your eyes to the Cross ! Trouble yourself 
with no creeds — I speak this to your weakness — 
but sink yourself in the story of the Passion and 
its work upon the world ! Then bring it to bear 
upon your own case. There is in you a root of 
evil mind — an angry desire — a cupido which keeps 
you from God. Lay it down before the Cruci- 
fied, and rejoice — rejoice ! — that you have some- 
thing to give to your God — before He gives you 
Himself!" 

The old man's voice sank and trembled. 

Eleanor made no reply. Her capacity for emo- 
tion was suddenly exhausted. Nerve and brain 
were tired out. 

After a minute or two she rose to her feet and 
held out her hand. 

" I thank you with all my heart. Your words 
touch me very much, but they seem to me some- 
how remote — impossible. Let me think of 
them. I am not strong enough to talk more 
now." 

She bade him good-night, and left him. With 
her feeble step she slowly mounted the Sassetto 
path, and it was some little time before her 
slender form and white dress disappeared among 
the trees. 

Father Benecke remained alone — a prey to 
many conflicting currents of thought 

For him too the hour had been strangely 

troubling and revolutionary. On the recognized 

lines of Catholic confession and direction, a^l that 
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had been asked of him voutd have been easy to 
give. As it was, he had been obliged to deal 
with the moral emergency as he best could ; by 
methods which, now that the crisis was over, 
filled him with a sudden load of scrupulous 
anguish. 

The support of a great system had been with- 
drawn from him. He still felt himself neither 
man nor priest — wavering in the dark. 

This poor woman ! He was conscious that her 
statement of her case had roused in him a kind 
of anger; so passionate and unblushing had been 
the egotism of her manner. Even after bis long 
experience he felt in it something monstrous. 
Had he been tender, patient enough ? 

What troubled him was this consciousness of 
the woman, as apart from the penitent, which 
had overtaken him; the woman with her frail 
physical health, possibly her terror of death, her 
broken heart. New perplexities and compunc- 
tions, not to be felt within the strong dikes of 
Catholic practice, rushed upon him as he sat 
thinking under the falling night. The human 
fate became more bewildering, more torturing. 
The clear landscape of Catholic thought upon 
which he had once looked out was wrapping itself 
in clouds, falling into new aspects and relations. 
How marvellous are the chances of human his- 
tory ! The outward ministry had been with- 
drawn ; in its stead this purely spiritual ministry 
had been offered to him. " Domine, in c<slo mis- 
ericordia tua—judicta tua abyssus multa /'' 
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Recalling what he knew of Mrs. Burgoyne'a 
history and of Manisty's, his mind trained in the 
subtleties of moral divination soon reconstructed 
the whole story. Clearly the American lady now 
staying with Mrs. Burgoyne — who had showed 
towards himself such a young and graceful pity 
— was the other woman. 

He felt instinctively that Mrs. Burgoyne would 
approach him again, coldly as she had parted 
from him. She had betrayed to him all the sick 
confusion of soul that existed beneath her in- 
tellectual competence and vigor. The situation 
between them, indeed, had radically changed. He 
laid aside deference and humility; he took up 
the natural mastery of the priest as the moral 
expert. She had no faith ; and faith would save 
her. She was wandering in darkness, making 
shipwreck of herself and, others. And she had 
appealed to him. With an extraordinary eager- 
ness the old man threw himself into the task she 
had so strangely set him. He longed to conquer 
and heal her ; to bring her to faith, to sacrifice, 
to God. The mingled innocence and despotism 
of his nature were both concerned. And was 
there something else ? — the eagerness of the sol- 
dier who retrieves disobedience by some special 
and arduous service 7 To be allowed to attempt 
it is a grace ; to succeed in it is pardon. 

Was she dying — poor lady ! — or was it a de- 
lusion on her part, one of the devices of self- 
pity? Yet he recalled the emaciated face and 
form, the cough, the trailing step, Miss Foster's 
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anxiety, some comments overheard in the vil- 
lage.- 

And if she died unreconciled, imhappy ? Could 
nothing be done to help her, from outside, — to 
brace her to action — and in time ? 

He pondered the matter with all the keenness 
of the casuist, all the naiveti of the recluse. In 
the tragical uprooting of established habit through 
which he was passing, even those ways of think- 
ing and acting which become the second nat- 
ure of the priest were somewhat shaken. Had 
Eleanor's confidence been given him in Catholic 
confession he might not even by word or look 
have ever reminded herself of what bad passed 
between them ; still less have acted upon it in 
any way. Nor under the weight of tradition 
which binds the Catholic priest, would he ever 
have been conscious of the remotest temptation 
to what bis Church regards as one of the deadliest 
of sins. 

And further. If as his penitent, yet outside 
confession, — in a letter or conversation — Eleanor 
had told him her story, his passionately scrupu- 
lous sense of the priestly function would have 
bound him precisely in the same way. Here, all 
Catholic opinion would not have agreed with 
him ; but his own conviction would have been 
clear. 

But now in the general shifting of his life from 
the stand-point of authority, to the stand-point 
of conscience, new aspects of the case appeared 
to him. He recalled certain questions of moral 
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theology, with which as a student he was familiar. 
The modern discipline of the confessional " seal" 
is generally more stringent than that of the 
Middle Ages. Benecke remembered that in the 
view of St. Thomas, it is sometimes lawful for a 
confessor to take account of what he hears in 
confession so far as to endeavor afterwards to 
remove some obstacle to the spiritual progress of 
his penitent, which has been revealed to him un- 
der the seal. The modern theologian denies al- 
together the legitimacy of such an act, which for 
him is a violation of the sacrament. 

But for Benecke, at this moment, the tender 
argument of St. Thomas suddenly attained a new 
beauty and compulsion. 

He considered it long. He thought of Manisty, 
his friend, to whom his affectionate heart owed 
a debt of gratitude, wandering about Italy, in a 
blind quest of the girl who had been snatched 
away from him. He thought of the girl herself, 
and the love that not all Mrs. Burgoyne's jealous 
anguish had been able to deny. And then his 
mind returned to Mrs, Burgoyne, and the arid 
misery of her struggle, — 

The darkness was falling. As he reached the 
last of the many windings of the road, he saw 
his tiny house by the river-side, with a light in 
the window. 

He leaned upon his stick, conscious of inward 
excitement, feeling suddenly on his old shoulders 
the burden of those three lives of which Mrs, 
Burgoyne had spoken. 
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" My God, give thetn to me 1" — ^he cried, with a 
sudden leap of the heart that was at once humble 
and audacious. 

Not a word to Mr. Mantsty, or to any other 
human being, clearly, as to Mrs. Burgoyne's 
presence at Torre Amiata. To that he was bound. 

But— 

" May I not entertain a wayfarer, a guest ?"'— 
he thought, trembling, "like any other soli- 
tary ?" 
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CHAPTER XX 

THE hot evening was passing into night 
Eleanor and Lucy were on the loggia to- 
gether. 

Through the opening in the parapet wall made 
by the stairway to what had once been the en- 
closed monastery garden, Eleanor could see the 
fire-dies dashing against the distant trees ; far- 
ther, above the darkness of the forest, ethereal 
terraces of dimmest azure lost in the starlight; 
and where the mountains dropped to the" south- 
west a heaven still fiery and streaked with 
threats of storm. Had she raised herself a little 
she could have traced far away, beyond the for- 
est slopes, the course of those white mists that 
rise at night out of the wide bosom of Bolsena. 

Outside, the country folk were streaming home 
from their work ; the men riding their donkeys 
or mules, the women walking, often with bur- 
dens on their heads, and children dragging at 
their hands ; dim purplish figures, in the even- 
ing blue, charged with the eternal grace of the 
old Virgilian life o£ Italy, the life of com and 
vine, of chestnut and olive. Lucy hung over 
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the balcony, looking at the cavalcades, some- 
times waving her hand to a child or a mother 
that she recognized through the gathering dark- 
ness. It was an evening spectacle of which she 
never tired. Her feeling clung to these labor- 
ing people, whom she idealized with the optim- 
ism of her clean youth. Secretly her young 
strength envied them their primal, necessary 
toils. She would not have shrunk from their 
hardships ; their fare would have been no griev- 
ance to her. Sickness, old age, sin, cruelty, vio- 
lence, death, — that these dark things entered 
into their lives, she knew vaguely. Her heart 
shrank from what her mind sometimes divined; 
all the more perhaps that there was in her the 
promise of a wide and rare human sympathy, 
which must some day find its appointed tasks 
and suffer much in the finding. Now, when she 
stumbled on the horrors of the world, she would 
cry to herself, "God knows!" — with a catching 
breath, and the feeling of a child that runs from 
darkness to protecting arms ; and so escape her 
pain. 

Presently she came to sit by Eleanor again, 
trying to amuse her by the account of a talk on 
the road-side, with an old spaccapietre, or stone- 
breaker, who had fought at Mentana. 

Eleanor listened vaguely, hardly replying. But 
she watched the girl in her simple white dress, 
her fine head, her grave and graceful move- 
ments ; she noticed the voice, so expressive 
of an inner self - mastery through all its gay- 
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ety. And suddenly the thought flamed through 
her— 

" If I told her ! — if she knew that I had seen a 
letter from him this afternoon ? — that he is in 
Italy 7 — that he is looking (or hrr, day and night I 
If I just blurted it out — what would she say? — 
how would she take it ?" 

But not a word passed her lips. She began 
again to try and unravel the meaning of his let- 
ter. Why had he gone in search of them to the 
Abruzzi of all places ? 

Then, suddenly, she remembered 

One day at the villa, some Italian friends — a 
deputy and his wife — had described to them a 
summer spent in a wild nook of the Abruzzi. 
The young husband had possessed a fine gift of 
phrase. The mingled savagery and innocence of 
the people ; the vast untrodden woods of chest- 
nut and beech ; the slowly advancing civiliza- 
tion ; the new railway line that seemed to the 
peasants a living and hostile thing, a kind o£ 
greedy fire-monster, carrying away their pota- 
toes to market and their sons to the army ; 
the contrasts of the old and new Italy; the joys 
of summer on the heights, of an unbroken Ital- 
ian sunshine steeping a fresh and almost north- 
ern air : he had drawn it all, with the facility 
of the Italian, the broken, impressionist strokes 
of the modern. Why must Italians nowadays 
always rush north, to the lakes, or Switzerland 
or the Tyrol? Here in their own land, in the 
Abruzzi, and farther south, in the Volscian and 
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Calabrian mountains, were cool heights waiting 
to be explored, the savor of a primitive life, the 
traces of old cities, old strongholds, old faiths, a 
peasant world moreover, unknown to most Ital- 
ians of the west and north, to be observed, to be 
made friends with. 

They had all listened in fascination. Lucy es- 
pecially. The thought of scenes so rarely seen, 
so little visited, existing so near to them, in this 
old old Italy, seemed to touch the girl's imagina- 
tion — to mingle as it were a breath from her 
own New World with the land of the CEcsars. 

" One can ride everywhere ?" she had asked, 
looking up at the traveller, 

" Everywhere, mademoiselle." 

" I shall come," she had said, drawing pencil cir- 
cles on a bit of paper before her, with pleased in- 
tent eyes, lite one planning. 

And the Italian, amused by her enthusiasm, 
had given her a list of places where accommo- 
dation could be got, where hotels of a simple sort 
were beginning to develop, whence this new land 
that was so old could be explored by the stranger. 

And Manisty had stood by, smoking and look- 
ing down at the girl's graceful head, and the 
charming hand that was writing down the names. 

Another pang of the past recalled, — a fresh one 
added ! 

For Torre Amiata had been forgotten, while 
Lucy's momentary whim had furnished the clew 
which had sent him on his vain quest through 
the mountains. 
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" I do think " — said Lucy, presently, taking 
Eleanor's band, — " you haven't coughed so much 
to-day ?" 

Her tone was full of anxiety, of tenderness. 

Eleanor smiled. " I am very well," she said, 
dryly. But Lucy's frown did not relax. This 
cough was a new trouble, Eleanor made light of 
it. But Marie sometimes spoke of it to Lucy 
with expressions which terrified one who had 
never known illness except in her mother. 

Meanwhile Eleanor was thinking — " Something 
will bring him here. He is writing to Father 
Benecke — Father Benecke to him. Some accident 
will happen — any day, any hour. Well — let him 

Her hands stiffened under ber shawl that Lucy 
bad thrown round her. A fierce consciousness of 
power thrilled through her weak frame. Lucy 
was hers ! The pitiful spectacle of these six 
weeks had done its work. Let him come. 

His letter was not unhappy ! — far from it. She 
felt herself flooded with bitterness as she remem- 
bered the ardor that it breathed ; the ardor of a 
lover to whom effort and pursuit are joys only 
second to the joys of possession. 

But some day no doubt he would be unhappy 
in earnest ; if her will held. But it would Hold. 

After all, it was not much she asked. She 
might live till the winter; possibly a year. Not 
long, after all, in Lucy's life or Manisty's, Let 
them only wait a little. 

Her hand burned in Lucy's cool clasp. Rest- 
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lessly, she asked the girl some further questions 
about her walk. 

" I met the Sisters — the nuns — from Selvapcn- 
dente, on the hill," said Lucy. " Such sweet faces 
some' of them have." 

"I don't agree," said Eleanor petulantly. "I 
saw two o£ them yesterday. They smile at you, 
but they have the narrowest, stoniest eyes. Their 
pity would be very difficult to bear." 

A few minutes later Lucy left her for a moment, 
to give a message to Marie. 

" These Christians are hard — hard I" thought 
Eleanor sharply, closing her tired lids. 

Had Father Benecke ever truly weighed her 
case, her plea at all ? Never ! It had been the 
stereotyped answer of the priest and the preacher. 
Her secret sense resented the fact that he had 
been so little moved, apparently, by her physical 
state. It humiliated her that she should have 
brought so big a word as death into their debate 
—to no effect. Her thin cheek flushed with shame 
and anger. 

The cracked bell which announced their meals 
tinkled from the sitting-room. 

Eleanor dragged herself to her feet, and stood 
a moment by the parapet looking into the 
night, 

" I cough less ?" she thought. " Why ? — for I 
get worse every day. That I may make leas 
noise in dying ? Well ! one would like to go 
without ugliness and fuss. I might as well be 
dead now, I am so broken — so full of sufEering. 
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How I hide it all from that child ! And what is 
the use of it — of living a single day or hour more ?" 

She was angry with Father Benecke ; but she 
took care to see him again. 

By means of a little note about a point in the 
article he was just completing, she recalled him. 

They met without the smallest reference to the 
scene which had passed between them. He asked 
for her literary opinion with the same simplicity, 
the same outward deference as before. She was 
once more the elegant and languid woman, no 
writer herself, but born to be the friend and muse 
of writers. She made him feel just as clearly as 
before the clumsiness of a phrase, the naiveti of a 
point of view. 

And yet in truth all was changed between them. 
Their talk ranged farther, sank deeper. From 
the controversy of science with the Vatican, from 
the position of the OJd Catholics, or the triumph 
of Ultraraontanisra in France, it would drop of a 
sudden, neither knew how, and light upon some 
small matter of conduct or feeling, some " flower 
in the crannied wall," charged with the profound- 
est things — things most intimate, most searching, 
concerned with the eternal passion and trouble 
of the humanwill, the "body of this death," the 
" burden " of the " Pilgrim's Progress." 

Then the priest's gentle insistent look would 

steal on hers ; he would speak from his heart ; 

he would reveal in a shrinking word or two the 

secrets of his own spiritual life, of that long in- 
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ner discipline, which was now his only support in 
rebellion, the plank between him and the abyss. 

She felt herself pursued; felt it with a mixture 
of fear and attraction. She had asked him to be 
her director; and then refused his advice. She 
bad tried to persuade him that she was a sceptic 
and unbeliever. But he had not done with her. 
She divined the ardor of the Christian ; perhaps 
the acuteness of the ecclesiastic. Often she was 
not strong enough to talk to him, and then he 
read to her — the books that she allowed him to 
choose. Through a number of indirect and grad- 
ual approaches he laid siege to her, and again and 
again did she feel her heart fluttering in his grasp, 
only to draw it back in fear, to stand once more 
on a bittemnspoken defence of herself that would 
not yield. Yet he recognized in her the approach 
of some crisis of feeling. She seemed herself to 
suspect it, and to be trying to ward it off, in a 
kind of blind anguish. Nothing meanwhile could 
be more touching than the love between her and 
Lucy. The old man looked on and wondered. 

Day after day he hesitated. Then one evening, 
in Lucy's absence, he found her so pale, and racked 
with misery — so powerless either to ask help, or 
to help herself, so resolute not to speak again, so 
clearly tortured by her own coercing will, that his 
hesitation gave way. 

He walked down the hill, in a trance of prayer. 
When he emerged from it his mind was made up. 

In the days that followed he seemed to Eleanor 
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often agitated and ill at ease. She was puzzled, 
too, by his manner towards Lucy. In truth, he 
watched Miss Foster with a timid anxiety, trying 
to penetrate her character, to divine how pres- 
ently she might feel towards him. He was not 
afraid of Mrs. Burgoyne, but he was sometimes 
afraid of this girl with her clear, candid eyes. 
Her fresh youth, and many of her American 
ways and feelings were bard for bim to under- 
stand. She showed him friendship in a hundred 
pretty ways ; and he met her sometimes eagerly, 
sometimes with a kind of shamefacedness. 

Soon he began to neglect his work of a morn- 
ing that he might wander out to meet the post- 
man beyond the bridge. And when the man 
passed him by with a short " Non c' h niente," 
the priest would turn homeward, glad almost 
that for one day more he was not called upon to 
face the judgment in Lucy Foster's face on what 
he had done. 

The middle of July was past. The feast of Our 
Lady of Mount Carmel had come and gone, bring- 
ing processions and music, with a Madonna under 
a gold baldachino, to glorify the little deserted 
cbapel on the height. 

Eleanor had watched the crowds and banners, 
the red-robed Compagni di Gesii, the white priests, 
and veiled girls, with a cold averted eye. Lucy 
looked back with a pang to Marinata, and to the 
indulgent pleasure that Eleanor had once taken 
in all the many -colored show of Catholicism. 
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Now she was always weary, and often fretful. It 
struck Lucy too that she was more restless than 
ever. She seemed to take no notice of the pres- 
ent — to be always living in the future — eipecting, 
listening, waiting. The gestures and sudden looks 
that expressed thisattitude of mind wereoftenof 
the weirdest effect. Lucy could have thought 
her haunted by some unseen presence. Physi- 
cally she was not, perhaps, substantially worse. 
But her state was more appealing, and the girl's 
mind towards her more pitiful day by day. 

One thing, however, she was determined on. 
They would not spend August at Torre Amiata. 
It would need stubbornness with Eleanor to bring 
her to the point of change. But stubbornness 
there should be. 

One morning, a day or two after the festa, Lucy 
left Eleanor on the loggia, while she herself ran 
out for a turn before their mid-day meal. There 
had been fierce rain in the morning, and the sky 
was still thick with thunder clouds promising 
more. 

She escaped into a washed and cooled world. 
But the thirsty earth had drunk the rain at a 
gulp. The hill which had been running with 
water was almost dry, the woods had ceased to 
patter ; on all sides could be felt the fresh restor- 
ing impulse of the storm. Nature seemed to be 
breathing from a deeper chest — shaking her free 
locks in a wilder, keener air' — to a long-silent 
music from the quickened river below. 

Lucy almost ran down the hill, so great was 
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the physical relief of the rain and the cloudy 
morning. She needed it. Her spirits, too, had 
been uneven, her cheek paler of late. 

She wore a blue cotton dress, fitting simply 
and closely to the young rounded form. Round 
her shapely throat and the lace collar that show- 
ed Eleanor's fancy and seemed to herself a little 
too elaborate for the morning, she wore a child's 
coral necklace — a gleam of red between the abun- 
dant black of her hair and the soft blue of her 
dress. Her hat, a large Leghorn, with a rose in 
it, framed the sweet gravity of her face. She 
was more beautiful than when she had said 
good-bye to Uncle Ben on the Boston platform. 
But it was a beauty that for his adoring old heart 
would have given new meaning to " that sad word, 
Joy." 

She turned into the Sassetto and pushed up- 
ward through its tumbled rocks and trees to 
the seat commanding the river and the moun- 
tains. 

As she approached it, she was thinking of 
Eleanor and the future, and her eyes were ab- 
sently bent on the ground. 

But a scent familiar and yet strange distracted 
her. Suddenly, on the path in front of the seat, 
she saw a still burning cigarette, and on the seat 
a book lying. 

She stopped short ; then sank upon the seat, 
her eyes fixed upon the book. 

It was a yellow-bound French novel, and on 
the outside was written in a band she knew, a 
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hame that startled every pulse in her young 
body. 

His book ? And that cigarette ? Father Be- 
necke neither smoked nor did he read French 
novels. 

Beyond the seat the path branched, upward 
to the Palazzo, and downward to the river. She 
rose and looked eagerly over its steep edge into 
the medley of rock and tree below. She saw 
nothing, but it seemed to her that in the distance 
she heard voices talking — receding. 

They had left the seat only just 'm time to 
escape her. Mr. Manisty had forgotten his book ! 
Careless and hasty — how well she knew the trait ! 
But he would miss it — he would come back. 

She stood up and tried to collect her thoughts. 
If he was here, he was with Father Benecke. So 
the priest had betrayed the secret he had prom- 
ised Mrs. Burgoyne to keep ? 

No, no ! — ^that was impossible ! It was chance 
— unkind, unfriendly chance. 

And yet ? — as she bit her lip in fear or bewilder- 
ment, her heart was rising like the Paglia after 
the storm — swelling, thundering within her, 

"What shall I — what shall I do?" she cried 
under her breath, pressing her hands to her eyes. 

Then she turned and walked swiftly home- 
ward. Eleanor must not know — must not see 
him. The girl was seized with panic terror at 
the thought of what might be the effect of any 
sudden shock upon Mrs. Burgoyne. 

Half-way up the hill, she stopped involuntarily, 
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wringing her hands in front o£ her. It vas the 
thought of Manisty not half a mile away, of his 
warm, living self so close to her that had swept 
upon her, like a tempest wind on a young oak. 

" Oh ! I mustn't — mustn't — be glad !" she cried, 
gulping down a sob, hating, despising herself. 

Then she hurried on. With every step, she 
grew more angry with Father Benecke. At 
best, he must have been careless, inconsiderate. 
A man of true delicacy would have done more 
than keep bis promise, would have actively pro- 
tected them. 

That he had kept the letter of his promise was 
almost proved by the fact that Mr. Manisty had 
not yet descended upon the convent. For what 
could it mean — his lingering in Italy — but a 
search, a pursuit? Her cheek flamed guiltily 
over the certainty thus borne in upon her. But 
if so, what could hold back his impetuous will — 
but ignorance? He could not know they were 
there. That was clear. 

So there was time — a chance. Perhaps Father 
Benecke was taken by surprise too — puzzled to 
know what to do with him ? Should she write 
to the priest ; or simply keep Eleanor in-doors 
and watch ? 

At thought of her, the girl lashed herself into 
an indignation, an anguish that sustained her. 
After devotion so boundless, service so measure- 
less — so lightly, meagrely repaid — were Mrs. 
Burgoyne's peace and health to be again in 
peril at her cousin's hands ? 
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Luckily Eleanor showed that day no wish to 
move from her sofa. The storm had shaken her, 
given her a headache, and she was inctined to 
shiver in the cooler air. 

After luncheon Lucy coaxed her to stay in 
one of the inner rooms, where there was a fire- 
place ; out of sight and sound of the road. 
Marie made a fire on the disused hearth of what 
had once been an infirmary cell. The logs 
crackled merrily ; and presently the rain stream- 
ed down again across the open window, 

Lucy sat sewing and reading through the after- 
noon in a secret anguish of listening. Everysound 
in the corridor, every sound from down • stairs, 
excited the tumult in the blood. *' What is the 
matter with you 7" Eleanor would say, reaching 
out first to pinch, then to kiss the girl's cheek. 
" It is all very well that thunder should set a 
poor wretch like me on edge — ^but you ! Any- 
way it has given you back your color. You look 
superbly well this afternoon." 

And then she would fall to gazing at the girl 
under her eyebrows with that little trick of the 
bitten lip, and that piteous silent look, that Lucy 
could hardly bear. 

The rain fell fast and furious. They dined by 
the fire, and the night fell, 

" Clearing — at last," said Eleanor, as they 
pushed back their little table, and she stood by 
the open window, while Cecco was taking away 
the meat ; " but too late and too wet for me." 

An hour later indeed the storm had rolled 
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away, and a bright and rather cold starlight 
shone above the woods. 

"Now I understand Aunt Pattie's tales of fires 
at Sorrento in August," said Eleanor, crouching 
over the hearth, " This blazing Italy can touch 
you when she likes with the chilliest fingers. 
Poor peasants ! — are their hearts lighter to- 
night ? The rain was fierce, but mercifully there 
was no hail. Down below they say the harvest 
is over. Here they begin next week. The storm 
has been rude — but not ruinous. Last year the 
hail-storms in September stripped the grape ; de- 
stroyed half their receipts — and pinched their 
whole winter. They will think it all comes of 
their litanies and banners the other day. If the 
vintage goes well too, perhaps they will give the 
Madonna a new frock. How simple ! — ^how sat- 
isfying !" 

She hung over the blaze, with her little pensive 
smile, cheered physically by the warmth, more 
ready to talk, more at ease than she had been for 
days. Lucy looked at her with a fast-beating 
heart. How fragile she was, how lovely still, in 
the half-light ! 

Suddenly Eleanor turned to her, and held out her 
arms. Lucy knelt down beside her, trembling 
lest any look or word should betray the secret 
in her heart. But Eleanor drew the girl to her, 
resting her che^k tenderly on the brown head. 

" Do you miss your mother very much ?" she 
said softly, turning her lips to kiss the girl's hair. 
" I know you do. I see it in you, often." 
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Lucy's eyes filled with tears. She pressed 
Eleanor's hand without speaking. They clung 
together in silence, each mind full of thoughts 
unknown to the other. But Eleanor's features 
relaxed ; for a little while she rested, body and 
mind. And as Lucy lingered in the clasp thrown 
round her, she seemed for the first time since the 
old days at the villa to be the cherished, and not 
the cherisher. 

Eleanor went early to bed, and then Lucy took 
a warm shawl and paced up and down the loggia 
in a torment of indecision. Presently she was 
attracted by the little wooden stair which led 
down from the loggia to what had once been the 
small walled garden of the convent, where the 
monks of this austere order had taken their ex- 
ercise in sickness, or rested in the sun, when ex- 
treme old age debarred them from the field-labor 
of their comrades. 

The garden was now a desolation, save for a 
tangle of oleanders and myrtle in its midst. But 
the high walls were still intact, and an old 
wooden door on the side nearest to the forest. 
Beneath the garden was a triangular piece of 
open grass -land sloping down towards the en- 
trance of the Sassetto and bounded on one side 
by the road. 

Lucy wandered up and down, in a wild trance 
of feeling. Half a mile away was he sitting with 
Father Benecke? — winning perhaps their poor 
secret from the priest's incautious lips ? With 
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what eagle quickness could he pounce on a sign, 
an indication ! And then the flash of those tri- 
umphant eyes, and the onslaught of his vill on 
theirs ! 

Hark ! She caught her breath. 

Voices! Two men were descending the road. 
She hurried to hide her white dress, close, under 
the wall — she strained every sense. 

The sputter of a match — the trail of its scent 
in the heavy air — an exclamation. 

" Father ! — wait a moment ! Let me light up. 
These matches are damp. Besides I want to 
have another look at this old place " 

The steps diverged from the road ; approached 
the lower wall of the garden. She pressed her- 
self against its inner surface, trembling in every 
limb. Only the oM door between her and them ! 
She dared not move— but it was not only fear of 
discovery that held her. It was a mad uncon- 
trollable joy, that like a wind on warm embers, 
kindled all her being into flame. 

"One more crime — that! — of your Parliamen- 
tary Italy ! What harm had the poor things done 
that they should be turned out? You heard 
what that Carabiniere said? — that they farmed 
half the plateau. And now look at that ! I feel 
as I do when I see a blackbird's nest on the 
ground, that some beastly boy has been robbing 
and destroying. I want to get at the boy." 

"The boy would plead perhaps that the black- 
birds were too many — and the fruit too scant. Is 
it wise, my dear sir, to stand there in the damp ?" 
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The voice was pitched low. Lucy detected the 
uneasiness of the speaker. 

" One moment. You remember, I was here 
before in November. .This summer night is a 
new impression. What a pure and exquisite 
air !" — Lucy could hear the long inhalation that 
followed the words. " I recollect a vague notion 
of coming to read here. The massaja told us 
they took in people for the summer. Ah ! 
There are some lights, I see, in those upper 
windows." 

"There are rooms in several parts of the 
building. Mine were in that farther wing. They 
were hardly water-tight," said the priest hastily, 
and in the same subdued voice. 

"It is a place that one might easily rest in — 
or hide in," said Manisty with a new accent on 
the last words. "To-morrow morning I will ask 
the woman to let me walk through it again. — 
And to-morrow mid-day, I must be off." 

" So soon ? My old Francesca will owe you a 
grudge. She is almost reconciled to me because 
yoti eat — because you praised her omelet." 

" Ah 1 Francesca is an artist. But — as I told 
you — I am at present a wanderer and a pilgrim. 
We have had our talk — you and I — grasped 
hands, cheered each other, ' passed the time of 
day,' und wetter nock — nock wetter — metn treuer 
Wanderstab .'" 

The words fell from the deep voice with a rich 
significant note. Lucy heard the sigh, the im- 
patient, despondent sigh, that followed. 
506 



.dbyGoogle 



They moved away. The whiffs of tobacco still 
came back to her on the light westerly wind; 
the sound of their voices still reached her covet- 
ous ear. Suddenly all was silent. 

She spread her hands on the door in a wild 
groping gesture. 

" Gone I gone t" she said under her breath. 
Then her hands dropped, and she stood motion- 
less, with bent head, till the moment was over, 
and her blood tamed. 
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CHAPTER XXI 

" 11 J| ASO ! look here 1" said Lucy, address- 

/ V I '"^ ^ small boy; who with his brother 

I T 1 was driving some goats along the road. 

She took from a basket on her arm, first some 
pasticceria, then a square of chocolate, lastly a 
handful of soldi. 

"You know the casetta by the river where 
Mamma Brigitta lives T 

" Yes." The boy looked at her with his sharp 
stealthy eyes. 

" Take down this letter to Mamma Brigitta. 
If you wait a little, she'll give you another letter 
in exchange, and if you bring it up to me, you 
shall have all those !" 

And she spread out her bribes. 

The boys' faces were sulky. The house by the 
river was unpopular, owing to its tenant. But 
the temptation was of a devilish force. They 
took the letter and scampered down the hill 
driving their goats before them, 

Lucy also walked down some three or four of 

the innumerable zigzags of the road. Presently 

she found a rocky knoll to the left of it. A gap 
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in the trees opened a vision of the Amiata range, 
radiantly blue under a superb sky, a few shreds 
of moving mist still wrapped about Its topmost 
peaks. She took her seat upon a moss-covered 
stone facing the road which mounted towards her. 
But some bushes of tall heath and straggling 
arbutus made a light screen in front of her. She 
saw, but she could hardly be seen, till the passer- 
by coming from the river was close upon her. 

She sat there with her hands lightly crossed 
upon her knees, holding herself a little stiffly — 
waiting. 

The phrases of her letter ran in her head. It 
had been short and simple. — '* Dear Father Be- 
oecke, — I have reason to know that Mr. Manisty 
is here — is indeed staying with you. Mrs. Bur- 
goyne Is not aware of it, and I am anxious that 
she should not be told. She wishes — as I think 
she made clear to you — to be quite alone here, 
and if she desired to see her cousins she would of 
course hare written to them herself. She is too 
ill to be startled or troubled in any way. Will 
you do us a great kindness ? Will you persuade 
Mr. Manisty to go quietly away without letting 
Mrs. Burgoyne know that he has been here? 
Please ask him to tell Miss Manisty that we shall 
not be here much longer, that we have a good 
doctor, and that as Torre Amiata is on the hills 
the heat is not often oppressive." 

. . . The minutes passed away. Presently her 

thoughts began to escape the control she had put 

upon them; and she felt herself yielding to a 
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sense of excitement. She resolutely took a book 
of Italian stories from the bottom of her basket, 
and began to read. 

At last! the patter of the goats and tfie shouts 
of the boys. 

They rushed upon her with the letter. She 
handed over their reward and broke the seal 

*' Hochgeehrtes FrSulein, — 

"It is true that Mr. Manisty is here. I too am 
most anxious that Mrs. Burgoyne should not be 
startled or disturbed. But I distrust my own 
diplomacy; nor have I yet mentioned your pres- 
ence here to my guest. I am not at liberty to do 
so, having given my promise to Mrs. Burgoyne. 
Will you not see and speak to Mr. Manisty your- 
self ? He talks of going up this morning to see 
the old convent. I cannot prevent him, without 
betraying what I have no right to betray. At 
present he is smoking in my garden. But his 
carriage is ordered from Selvapendente two hours 
hence. If he does go up the hill, it would surely 
be easy for you to intercept him. If not, you 
may be sure that he has left for Orvieto." 

Lucy read the letter with a flush and a frown. 
It struck ber that it was not quite simple ; that 
the priest knew more, and was more concerned in 
the new turn of events than he avowed. 

She was well aware that he and Eleanor had 

had much conversation ; that Eleanor was still 

possessed by the same morbid forces of grief and 

anger which, at the villa, had broken down all her 
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natural reticence and self-control. Was it pos- 
sible ? 

Her cheek flamed. She felt none of that spell 
in the priestly office which affected Eleanor. The 
mere bare notion of being " managed " by this 
kind old priest was enough to rouse all her young 
spirit and defiance. 

But the danger was imminent. She saw what 
she must do, and prepared herself to do it — sim- 
ply, without any further struggle. 

The little goatherds left her, munching their 
cakes and looking back at her from time to time 
in a childish curiosity. The pretty blue lady had 
seated herself again as they had found her — a few 
paces from the road-side, under the thick shadow 
of an oak. 

Meanwhile, Maaisty was rejoined by Father 
Benecke — who had left him for a few minutes to 
write his letter — beside the Paglia, which was 
rushing down in a brown flood, after the rain of 
the day before. Around and above them, on 
either side of the river, and far up the flanks of 
the mountains opposite, stretched the great oak 
woods, which are still to-day the lineal progeny of 
that vast Ciminian forest where lurked the earli- 
est enemies of Rome. 

"But for the sun, it might be Wales!" said Man- 
isty, looking round him, as he took out another 
cigarette. 

Father Benecke made no reply. He sat on a 
rock by the water's side, in what seemed to be a 
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reverie. His fine white head was uncovered. His 
attitude was gentle, dignified, abstracted. 

" It is a marvellous country this !" Manisty re- 
sumed. " I thought I knew it pretty well. But 
the last five weeks have given one's mind a new 
hold upon it. The forests have been wasted — 
but by George! — what forests there are still! — 
and what a superb mountain region, half of which 
is only known to a few peasants and shepherds. 
What rivers — what fertility — what a climate t 
And the industry of the people. Catch a few 
English farmers and set them to do what the 
Italian peasant does, year in and year out, with- 
out a murmur ! Look at all the coast south of 
Naples. There is not a yard of it, scarcely, that 
hasn't been made by human hands. Look at the 
hill-towns ; and think of the human toil that has 
gone to the making and maintaining of them 
since the world began." 

And swaying backward and forward he fell 
into the golden lines : 

Adde tot egregias urbes, operumque laborem, 
Tot congests manu przruptis oppida saxis, 
Fluminaquc antiques subterUbentia muros. 

" Congesta manu! Eccoi — there they are" — 
and he pointed down the river to the three or 
four distant towns, each on its mountain spur, 
that held the valley between them and Orvieto 
■ — pale jewels on the purple robe of rock and 
wood, 

"So Virgil saw them. So the latest sons of 
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time shall see them— the homes of a race that 
we chatter about without understanding — the 
most laborious race in the wide world," 

And again he rolled out under his breath, for 
the sheer joy of the verse : 

Salve, magoa parens fnigum, Saturnia tellus. 
Magna virfim. 

The priest looked at him with a smile ; preoc- 
cupied yet shrewd. 

" 1 follow you with some astonishment Surely 
— I remember other sentiments on your part ?'" 

Manisty colored a little, and shook his black 
head, protesting, 

" I never said uncivil things, that I remember, 
about Italy or the Italians as such. My quarrel 
was with the men that run them, the governments 
that exploit them. My point was that Piedmont 
and the North had been too greedy, had laid 
hands too rapidly on the South and had risked 
this damnable quarrel with the Church, without 
knowing what they were running their heads 
into. And in consequence they found them- 
selves — in spite of rivers of corrupt expenditure — 
without men, or money, or credit to work their big 
new machine with; while the Church was always 
there, stronger than ever for the grievance they 
had presented her with, and turned into an enemy 
with whom it was no longer possible to parley. 
. Well ! — that struck me as a good object-lesson. 
I wanted to say to the secularizing folk every- 
where — England included — just come here, and 
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look what your policy comes to, when it's carried 
out to the bitter end, and not in the gingerly, 
tinkering fashion you affect at home I Just un- 
derstand what it means to separate Church from 
State, to dig a gulf between the religious and the 
civil life, — Here's a country where nobody can 
be at once a patriot and a good Christian — where 
the Catholics don't vote for Parliament, and the 
State schools teach no religion — where the nation 
is divided into two vast camps, hating and thrust- 
ing at each other with every weapon they can 
tear from life. Examine it ! That's what the 
thing looks like when it's full-grown. Is it prof- 
itable — does it make for good times? In yoor 
own small degree, are you going to drive England 
that way too? — You'll admit. Father — you always 
did admit — that it was a good theme." 

The priest smiled — a little sadly. 

" Excellent. Only— you seemed to me — a little 
irresponsible." 

Manisty nodded, and laughed. 

" An outsider, with no stakes on ? Well — that's 
true. But being a Romantic and an artist I 
sided with- the Church. The new machine, and 
the men that were running it, seemed to me an 
ugly jerry-built affair, compared with the Papacy 
and all that it stood for. But then " 

— He leaned back in his chair, one hand snatdi- 
ing and tearing at the bushes round him, in his 
absent, destructive way. — 

"Well, then — as usual — facts began to play 

the mischief with one's ideas. In the first place, 
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as one lives on in Italy you discover the antiquity 
of this quarrel ; that it is only the Guelf and 
Ghibelline quarrel over again, under new names. 
And in the next — presently one begins to divine 
an Italy behind the Italy we know, or history 
knows !— Voices come to one, as Gloethe would 
say, from the caves where dwell ' Die MUtter ' — 
the creative generative forces of the coun- 
try."- 

He turned his flashing look on Benecke, pleased 
now as always with the mere task of speech. 

"Anyway, as I have been going up and down 
their country, especially during the last six 
weeks ; prating about their poverty, and their 
taxes, their corruption, the incompetence of their 
leaders, the folly of their quarrel with the Church ; 
I have been finding myself caught in the grip of 
things older and deeper — incredibly, primevally 
old ! — that still dominate everything, shape every- 
thing here. There are forces in Italy, forces of 
land and soil and race — only now fully let loose 
■ — that will remake Church no less than State, as 
the generations go by. Sometimes I have felt 
as though this country were the youngest in 
Europe ; with a future as fresh and teeming as 
the future of America. And yet one thinks of 
it at other times as one vast graveyard; so thick 
it is with the ashes and the bones of men ! The 
Pope — and Crispi ! — waves, both of them, on a 
sea of life that gave them birth, ' with equal 
mind ' ; and that with equal mind will sweep 
them both to its own goal — not theirs." 
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He smiled at his own eloquence, and returned 
to his cigarette. 

The priest had listened to him all through 
with the same subtle embarrassed look. 

"This must have some cause," he said slowly, 
when Manisty ceased to speak. " Surely ? — this 
change? I recall language so different — fore- 
casts so gloomy." 

" Gracious ! — I can give you books-full of them," 
said Manisty, reddening, "if you care to read 
them. I came out with a parti-pris — I don't 
deny it. Catholicism had a great glamour for 
me ; it has still, so long as you don't ask me to 
put my own neck under the yoke ! But Rome 
itself is disenchanting. And outside Rome ! — 
During the last six weeks I have been talking to 
every priest I could come across in these remote 
country districts where I have been wandering. 
Perdio ! — Marcello used to talk — I didn't believe 
him. But upon my word, the young fellows 
whom the seminaries are now sending out in 
shoals represent a fact to give one pause ! — Little 
black devils ! — Scusi / Father, — ^the word escaped 
me. Broadly speaking, they are a political mili- 
tia, — little else. Their hatred of Italy is a venom 
in their bones, and they themselves are mad for 
a spiritual tyranny which no modern State could 
tolerate for a week. When one thinks of the 
older men — of Rosmini,of Gioberti,of the priests 
who died on the Milan barricades in '48 !" 

His companion made a slow movement of as- 
sent. 
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Manisty smoked on, till presently he launched 
the mot for which he had been feeling. "The 
truth of the matter seems to be that Italy is 
Catholic, because she hasn't faith enough to 
make a heresy ; and anti-clerical, because it is 
her destiny to be a nation !" 

The priest smiled, but with a certain languor, 
turning his head once or twice as though to listen 
for sounds behind him, and taking out his watch. 
His eyes meanwhile — and their observation of 
Manisty — were not languid ; seldom had the mild 
and spiritual face been so personal, so keen. 

" Well, it is a great game," said Manisty again 
—"and we sha'n't see the end. Tell me — how 
have they treated ^ca — the priests in these parts?" 

Benecke started and shrank. 

" I have no complaint to make," he said mildly. 
"They seem to me good men." 

Manisty smoked in silence. 

Then he said, as though summing up his own 
thoughts, — 

" No, — there are plenty of dangers ahead. This 
war has shaken the Sabaudisti— tor the moment. 
Socialism is serious, — Sicily is serious. — The 
economic diificulties are serious. — The House of 
Savoy will have a rough task, perhaps, to ride 
the seas that may come. — But Italy is safe. You 
can no more undo what has been done than you 
can replace the child in the womb. The birth is 
over. The organism is still weak, but it lives. 
And the forces behind it are indefinitely, mys. 
teriously stronger than the Vatican thinks," 
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"A e;reat recantation," said the priest quickly, 

Manisty winced, but for a while said nothing. 
All at once he jerked away his cigarette, 

" Do you suspect some other reason for it, than 
the force of evidence?" — he said, in another 
maimer. 

The priest, smiling, looked him full in the face 
without replying, 

"You may," said Manisty, coolly. "I sha'n't 
play the hypocrite. Father, I told you that I 
had been wandering about Italy on a quest that 
was not health, nor piety, nor archaeology. How 
much did you guess?" 

" Naturally, something — lieber Herr." 

"Do you know that I should have been at 
Torre Amiata weeks ago but for you?" 

"For me! You talk in riddles," 

"Very simple. Your letters might have con- 
tained a piece of news — and did not. Yet if it 
had been there to give, you would have given it. 
So I crossed Torre Amiata off my list. No need 
to go thfrel I said to myself." 

The priest was silent. 

Manisty looked up. His eyes sparkled; his 
lips trembled as though they could hardly bring 
themselves to launch the words behind them. 

"Father — you remember a girl — at the villa?" 

The priest made a sign of assent. 

"Well— I have been through Italy— with that 

girl's voice in my ears — and, as it were, her eyes 

rather than my own. I have been searching for 

her for weeks. She has hidden herself from me, 
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But I shall find her ! — ^now or later — ^here or else- 
where." 

" And then ?" 

"Well, then, — I shall know some 'eventful 
living ' !" 

He drew a long breath. 

" And you hope for success ?" 

" Hope ?" said Manisty, passionately. " I live 
on something more nourishing than that!" 

The priest lifted his eyebrows. 

"You are so certain ?" 

"I must be certain" — said Manisty, in a low 
voice, — "or in torment ! I prefer the cer- 
tainty." 

His face darkened. In its frowning disorgan- 
ization his companion saw for the first time a 
man hitherto unknown to him, a man who sp>oke 
with the dignity, the concentration, the simplicity 
of true passioa 

Dignity ! The priest recalled the voice, the 
looks of Eleanor Burgoyne, Not a word for her 
— not a thought ! His old heart began to shrink 
from his visitor, from his own scheme. 

"Then how do you explain the young lady's 
disappearance 7" he asked, after a pause. 

Manisty laughed. But the note was bitter. 

" Father ! — I shall make her explain it herself." 

" She is not alone i" 

" No — my cousin Mrs. Burgoyne is with her." 

Benecke observed him, appreciated the stiffen- 
ing of the massive shoulders. 

" I heard from some friends in Rome," said the 
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priest, after a moment — ** distressing accounts of 
Mrs. Burgoyne's health." 

Manisty's look was vague and irresponsive. 

" She was always delicate," he said abruptly, — 
not kindly. 

" What makes you look for them in Italy ?" 

"Various causes. They would think themselves 
better hidden from their English friends, in Italy 
than elsewhere, at this time of year. Besides, I 
remember one or two indications " 

There was a short silence. Then Manisty 
sprang up. 

" How long, did you say, before the trap came ? 
An hour and a half ?" 

** Hardly," said the priest, unwillingly, as he 
drew out his watch. — "And you must give your- 
self three hours to Orvieto " 

"Time enough. I'll go and have a look at 
those frescoes again — and a chat with the woman. 
Don't interrupt yourself. I shall be back in half 
an hour." 

" Unfortunately I must write a letter," said the 
priest. 

And he stood at the door of bis little bandbox 
of a house, watching the departure of his guest. 

Manisty breasted the hill, humming as he 
walked The irregular vigorous form, the no- 
bility and animation of his carriage drew the 
gaze of the priest after him, 

"At what point" — he said to himself, — "will 
he find her ?" 
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CHAPTER XXII 

ELEANOR did not rise now, as a rule, till 
half-way through the morning. Lucy had 
left her in bed. 

It was barely nine o'clock. Every eastern or 
southern window was already fast closed and 
shuttered, but her door stood open to the loggia 
into which no sun penetrated till the afternoon. 

A fresh breeze, which seemed the legacy of the 
storm, blew through the doorway. Framed in 
the yellow arches of the loggia she saw two cy- 
presses glowing black upon the azure blaze of 
the sky. And in front of them, springing from 
a pot on the loggia, the straggly stem and rosy 
bunches of an oleander. From a distance the 
songs of harvesters at their work ; and close by, 
the green nose of a lizard peeping round the edge 
of the door. 

Eleanor seemed to herself to have just awak- 
ened from sleep; yet not from unconsciousness. 
She had a confused memory of things which had 
passed in sleep — of emotions and experiences. 
Her heart was beating fast, and as she sat up, 
she caught her own reflection in the cracked 
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glass oa the dressing-table. Startled, she put up 
her hand to her flushed cheek. It was wet. 

" Crying !" she said, in wonder — " what have I 
been dreaming about ? And why do I feel like 
this? What is the matter with me?" 

After a minute or two, she rang a hand-bell 
beside her, and her maid appeared. 

" Marie, I am so well — so strong ! It is extraor- 
dinary ! Bring everything. I should like to get 
up." 

The maid, in fear of Lucy, remonstrated. But 
her mistress prevailed. 

" Do my hair as usual to-day," she said, as soon 
as that stage of her toilette was reached, and 
she was sitting in her white wrapper before the 
cracked glass. 

Marie stared. 

" It will tire you, madame." 

"No, it won't. Maisfaites vitef" 

Ever since their arrival at Torre Amiata Elea- 
nor had abandoned the various elaborate coiffures 
in which she had been wont to appear at the villa. 
She would allow nothing but the simplest and 
rapidest methods j and Marie had been secretly 
alarmed lest her hand should lose its cunning. 

So that to-day she coiled, crimped, curled with 
a will. When she had finished, Eleanor surveyed 
herself and laughed. 

"Ah I mats vraimeni, Marie, tu es merveilleuse ! 
What is certain is that neither that glass nor 
Torre Amiata is worthy of it. N'importe, One 
must keep up standards." 
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" Certainly, madame, you look better to-day." 

*' I slept. Why did I sleep ? I can't imagine. 
After all, Torre Amiata is not such a bad place 
— is it Marie ?" 

And with a laugh, she lightly touched her maid's 
cheek. 

Marie looked a little sullen. 

" It seems that madame would like to live and 
die here." 

She had no sooner said the words than she 
could have bitten her tongue out. She was gen- 
uinely attached to her mistress ; and she knew 
well that Eleanor was no tnalade imaginaire. 

Eleanor's face changed a little. 

" Oh ! you foolish girl — we shall soon be gone. 
No, not that old frock. Look, please, at that 
head you've made me — and consider! Noblesse 
oblige." 

So presently, she stood before her table in a 
cream walking-dress — perfect — but of the utmost 
simplicity ; with her soft black hat tied round 
the ripples and clouds of her fair hair. 

" How it hangs on me !" she said, gathering 
up the front of her dress in her delicate hand. 

Marie made a little face of pity and concern. 

" Mais oui, madame. II faudrait le cachet un 
peu." 

"Padding? Tiens! j'en ai d^jh. But if Ma- 
thilde were to put any more, there would be 
nothing else. One day, Marie, you see, there 
will be only my clothes left to walk about — by 
their little selves !" 
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She smiled. The maid said nothing. She was 
on her knees buttoning her mistress's shoes. 

*' Now then — finil Take all those books on to 
the loggia and arrange my chair, I shall be there 
directly." 

The maid departed. Eleanor sat down to rest 
from the fatigue of dressing. 

" How weak I am ! — weaker than last month. 
And next month it will be a little more — and a 
little more — then pain perhaps — horrid pain — 
and one day it will be impossible to get up — and 
all one's poor body will fail one like a broken 
vessel. And then — relief perhaps — if dying is as 
easy as it looks. No more pangs or r^rets — 
and at the end, either a sudden puff that blows 
out the light — or a quiet drowning In deep waters 
— without pain, . . . And to - day bow little I 
fear it !" 

Aprie-dieu chair, old and battered like every- 
thing else in the convent, was beside ber, and 
above it her child's portrait. She dropped upon 
her knees, as she always did for a minute or 
two morning and evening, mostly out of child- 
ish habit. 

But her thoughts fell into no articulate words. 
Her physical weakness rested against the chair ; 
but the weakness of the soul seemed also to rest 
on some invisible support. 

" What is the matter with me to-day ?" — she 

asked herself again, in bewilflerment. " Is it an 

omen — a sign ? All bonds seem loosened — the 

air lighter, What made me go miserable yeg^ 
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terday ? I wanted him to come — and yet dreaded 
— dreaded it so ! And now to-day I don't care — 
I don't care !" 

She slipped into a sitting position and looked 
at the picture. A tiny garland of heath and 
myrtle was hung round it. The little fellow 
seemed to be tottering towards her, the eyes a 
little frightened, yet trusting, the gait unsteady. 

" Childie !" — she said in a whisper, smiling at 
him — " Childie !" 

Then with a long sigh, she rose, and feebly 
made her way to the loggia. 

Her maid was waiting for her. But Eleanor 
refused her sofa. She would sit, looking out 
through the arches of the loggia, to the road, 
and the mountains. 

"Miss Foster is a long time," she said to 
Marie. " It is too hot for her to be out. And 
how odd ! There is the Contessa's carriage — 
and the Contessa herself — at this time of day. 
Run, Marie! Tell her I shall he delighted to 
see her. And bring another comfortable chair — 
there's a dear." 

The Contessa mounted the stone stairs with 
the heavy masculine step that was characteristic 
of her. 

" Vous permettez, madamel" — she said, stand- 
ing in the doorway — " at this unseasonable 
hour." 

Eleanor made her welcome. The portly Con- 
tessa seated herself with an involuntary gesture 
of fatigue. 
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" What have you been doing ?" said Eleanor. 
" If you have been helping the harvesters yV/rtJ- 
t ester 

She laid her hand laughingly on the Contessa's 
knee. It seemed to her that the Contessa knew 
far more of the doings and affairs of her contadini 
thaa did the rather magnificent fattore of the 
estate. She was in and out among them per- 
petually. She quarrelled with them and hectored 
them ; she had as good a command of the local 
dialect as they had ; and an eye that pounced on 
cheating like an osprey on a fish. Nevertheless, 
as she threw in yet another evident tride — that 
she cared more for them and their interests than 
for anything else in the world, now that her son 
was gone — they endured her rule, and were not 
actively ungrateful for her benefits. And, in her 
own view at any rate, there is no more that any 
rich person can ask of any poor one till another 
age of the world shall dawn. 

She received Eleanor's remark with an em- 
barrassed air. 

" I have been doctoring an ox," she said, blunt- 
ly, as though apologizing for herself. " It was 
taken ill last night, and they sent for me." 

" But you are too, too wonderful !" cried 
Eleanor in amusement. "Is it all grist that 
comes to your mill — sick oxen^-or humans like 
me?" 

The Contessa smiled, but she turned away her 
head. 

"It was Emilio's craze," she said abruptly. 
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*'He knew every animal on the place. In his 
regiment they called him the 'vet,' because he 
was always patching up the sick and broken 
mules. One of his last messages to me was about 
an old horse. He taught me a few things — and 
sometimes I am of use — till the farrier comes." 

There was a little silence, which the Contessa 
broke abruptly. 

" I came, however, madame, to tell you some- 
thing about myself. Teresa has made up her 
mind to leave me." 

" Your daughter ?" cried Eleanor amazed. 
" Fiancee ?" 

The Contessa shook her head. 

" She is about to join the nuns of Santa Fran- 
cesca. Her novitiate begins tn October. Now 
she goes to stay with them for a few weeks." 

Eleanor was thunderstruck, 

" She leaves you alone ?" 

The Contessa mutely assented. 

" And you approve ?" said Eleanor hotly. 

"She has a vocation " — said the Contessa with 
a sigh. 

" She has a mother !" cried Eleanor. 

"Ah ! madame — you are a Protestant. These 
things are 'in our blood. When we are devout, 
like Teresa, we regard the convent as the gate of 
heaven. When we are Laodiceans — like me — we 
groan, and we submit." 

"You will be absolutely alone," said Eleanor, 
in a low voice of emotion, " in this solitary 
place." 
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The Contessa fidgeted. She was of the sort 
that takes pity hardly. 

" There is much to do," — she said, shortly. 

But then her fortitude a little broke down. 
" If I were ten years older, it vould be all right," 
she said, in a voice that betrayed the mind's 
fatigue with its own debate. " It's the time it 
all lasts ; when you are as strong as I am." 

Eleanor took her hand and kissed it. 

" Do you never take quite another line 7' she 
said, with sparkling eyes, " Do you never say — 
'This is my will, and I mean to have it ! I have 
as much right to ray way as other people ?' Have 
you never tried it with Teresa ?" 

The Contessa opened her eyes, 

" But I am not a tyrant," she said, and there 
was just a touch of scorn in her reply. 

Eleanor trembled. 

" We have so few years to live and be happy in," 
she said in a lower voice, a voice of self-defence, 

" That is not how it appears to me," said the 
Contessa slowly, " But then I believe in a future 
life." 

"And you think it wrong ever to jiress — to 
insist upon — the personal, the selfish point of 
view?" 

The Contessa smiled, 

" Not so much wrong, as futile. The world is 
not made so — ck^re madame." 

Eleanor sank back in her chair. The Contessa 
observed her emaciation, her pallor — and the 
pretty dress. 
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She remembered her friend's letter, and the 
" Signor Manisty " who should have married this 
sad, charming woman, and had not done so. It 
was easy to see that not only disease but grief 
was preying on Mrs. Burgoyne. The Contessa 
was old enough to be her mother. A daughter 
whom she had lost in infancy would have been 
Eleanor's age, if she had lived. 

" Madame, let me give you a piece of advice " 
— she said suddenly, taking Eleanor's hands in 
both her own — "leave this place. It does not 
suit you. These rooms are too rough for you — 
or let me carry you off to the Palazzo, where I 
could look after you," 

Eleanor flushed. 

" This place is very good for me," she said with 
a wild fluttering breath. " To-day I feel so much 
better — so much lighter !" 

The Contessa felt a pang. She had heard other 
invalids say such things before. The words rang 
like a dirge upon her ear. They talked a little 
longer. Then the Contessa rose, and Eleanor 
rose, too, in spite of her guest's motion to restrain 
her. 

As they stood together the elder woman in her 
strength suddenly felt herself irresistibly drawn 
towards the touching weakness of the other. In- 
stead of merely pressing hands, she quicklythrew 
her strong arms round Mrs. Burgoyne, gathered 
her for an instant to her broad breast, and kissed 
her. 

Eleanor leaned against her, sighing : 
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"A vocation wouldn't drag mi avay," she sfdd 
gently. 
And so they parted. 

Eleanor hung over the loggia and watched the 
Contessa's departure. As the small horses trot* 
ted away, with a jingling of bells and a fluttering 
of the furry tails that hung from their ears, the 
padre parroco passed. He took off his hat to the 
Contessa, then seeing Mrs, Burgoyne on the log- 
gia, be gave her, too, a shy but smiling salutation. 

His Hthe figure, his young and dreamy air, 
suited well with the beautiful landscape through 
which it passed. Shepherd 7 or poet ? Eleanor 
thought of David among the Bocks. 

"He only wants the crook — the Scriptural 
crook. It would go quite well with the soutane." 

Then she became aware of another iigure ap- 
proaching on her right from the piece of open 
land that lay below the garden. 

It was Father Benecke, and be emerged on the 
readjust in front of the padre farroco. 

The old priest took off bis hat. Eleanor saw 
the sensitive look, the slow embarrassed gesture. 
The padre parroco passed without looking to the 
right or left. All the charming pliancy of the 
young figure had disappeared. It was drawn up 
to a ste.:! rigidity. 

Eleanor smiled and sighed. 

" David among the Philistines ! — Ce pauvre 
Goliath I Ah ! he is coming here?" 

She withdrew to her sofa, and waited. 
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Marie, after instructions, and with that auster- 
ity of demeanor which she, too, never failed to 
display towards Father Benecke, introduced the 
visitor. 

" Entrez, mon pfere, entrez," said Eleanor, hold- 
ing out a friendly hand. " Are you, too, braving 
the sun ? Did you pass Miss Foster ? I wish she 
would come in — it is getting too hot for her to be 
out." 

"Madame, I have not been on the road. I 
came around through the Sassetto. There I 
found no one." 

" Pray sit down. Father. That chair has all its 
legs. It comes from Orvieto." 

But he did not accept her invitation — at least 
not at once. He remained hesitating — looking 
down upon her. And she, struck by his silence, 
struck by his expression, felt a sudden seizing of 
the breath. Her hand slid to her heart, with its 
fatal, accustomed gesture. She looked at him 
wildly, imploringly. 

But the pause came to an end. He sat down 
beside her. 

" Madame, you have taken so kind an interest 
in my unhappy affairs that you will perhaps al- 
low me to tell you of the letter that has reached 
me this morning. One of the heads of the Old 
Catholic community invites me to go and consult 
with them before deciding on the course of my 
future life. There are many difficulties. I am 
not altogether in sympathy with them, A mar- 
ried priesthood such as they have now adopted, 
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is in my eyes a priesthood shorn of its strength. 
But the invitation is so kind, so brotherly, I must 
needs accept it." 

He bent forward, looking not at her, but at the 
brick floor of the loggia. Eleanor offered a few 
words of sympathy ; but felt there was more to 
come. 

" I have also heard from my sister. She refuses 
to keep my house any longer. Her resentment 
at what I have done is very bitter — apparently 
insurmountable. She wishes to retire to a coun- 
try place in Bavaria where we have some rela- 
tions. She has a small rente, and will not be in 
any need." 

"And you ?" said Eleanor quickly. 

** I must find work, madame. My book will 
bring me in a little, they say. That will give me 
time — and some liberty of decision. Otherwise 
of course I am destitute. I have lost everything. 
But my education will always bring me enough 
for bread. And I ask no more." 

Her compassion was in her eyes. 

" You too — old and alone — like the Cootessa !" 
she said under her breath. 

He did not hear. He was pursuing his own 
train of thought, and presently he raised himself. 
Never had the apostolic dignity of his white head, 
his broad brow been more commanding. But 
what Eleanor saw, what perplexed her, was the 
subtle tremor of the lip, the doubt in the eyes. 

" So you see, madame, our pleasant hours are 

almost over. In a few days I must be gone. L 
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will not attempt to express what I owe to yooT 
most kind, most indulgent sympathy. It seems 
to me that in the ' dark wood ' of my life it was 
your conversation — when my heart was so sorely 
cast down — which revived my intelligence — and 
so held me up, till — till I could see my way, and 
choose my path again. It has given me a great 
many new ideas — this companionship you have 
permitted me. I humbly confess that I shall al- 
ways henceforward think differently of women, 
and of the relations that men and women may 
hold to one another. But then, madame " 

He paused. Eleanor could see his hand trem- 
bling on his knee. 

She raised herself on her elbow. 

" Father Benecke ! you have something to say 
tome!" 

He hurried on. 

" The other day you allowed us to change the 
rSles. You had been my support. You threw 
yourself on mine. Ah ! madame, have I been of 
any assistance to you — then, and in the inter- 
views you have since permitted me? Have I 
strengthened your heart at all as you strength- 
ened mine ?" 

His ardent, spiritual look compelled — and re- 
assured her. 

She sank back. A tear glittered on her brown 
lashes. She raised a hand to dash it away. 

"I don't know, Father — I don't Icnow. But 
to-day — for some mysterious reason — I seem al- 
most to be happy again. I woke up with the 
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feeliag of one who had been buried under moun- 
tains of rocks and found them rolled away; of 
one Tho had been passing through a delirium 
' which was gone. I seem to care for nothing — to 
grieve for nothing. Sometimes you know that 
happens to people who are very ill, A numb- 
ness comes upon them. — But I am not numb. I 
feel everything. Perhaps, Father" — and she 
turned to him with her old sweet instinct— of one 
who loved to be loved — " perhaps you have been 
praying for me?" 

She smiled at him half shyly. But he did not 
see it. His head bent lower and lower. 

" Thank God !" he said, with the humblest em- 
phasis. " Then, madame — perhaps — you will find 
the force — to forgive me !" 

The words were low — the voice steady. 

Eleanor sprang up, 

"Father Benecke! — what have you been do- 
ing? Is — is Mr. Manisty here?" 

She clung to the loggia parapet for support. 
The priest looked at her pallor with alarm, with 
remorse, and spoke at once. 

" He came to me last night." 

Their eyes met, as though in battle — expressed 
a hundred questions — a hundred answers. Then 
she broke the silence. 

"Where is he?" she said imperiously. "Ah! — 
I see — I see !" 

She sat down, fronting him, and panting a 
little. 

" Miss Foster is not with me. Mr. Manisty is 
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not with you. The inference is easy. — And you 
planned it ! You took — you dared to take — as 
much as this— into your own hands !" 

He made no reply. He bent like a reed in the 
storm. 

" There is no boldness like a saint's " — she said 
bitterly, — " no hardness — like an angel's ! What 
I would not have ventured to do with my closest 
friend, my nearest and dearest — you — a stranger 
— have done — with a light heart. Oh ! it is mon- 
strous ! — monstrous !" 

She moved her neck from side to side as though 
she was suffocating — throwing back the light 
ruffle that encircled it. 

"A stranger?" — he said slowly. His intense 
yet gentle gaze confronted hers. 

"You refer, I suppose, to that most sacred, 
most intimate confidence I made to you? — which 
no man of honor or of heart could have possibly 
betrayed," — she said passionately. "Ah! you 
did well to warn me that it was no true confession 
— under no true seal ! You should have warned 
me further — more eflfectually." 

Her paleness was all gone. Her cheeks flamed. 
The priest felt that she was beside herself, and, 
traversed as his own mind was with the most 
poignant doubts and misgivings, he must needs 
wrestle with her, defend himself. 

" Madame ! — you do me some wrong," he said 
hurriedly, " At least in words I have told noth- 
ing—betrayed nothing. When I left him an hour 
ago Mr. Manisty had no conception that you were 
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here. After my first letter to him, he tells me 
that he relinquished the idea of coming to Torre 
Amiata, since if you had been staying here, I 
must have mentioned it." 

Eleanor paused. "Subterfuge!" she cried, 
under her breath. Then, aloud — "You asked 
him to come." 

" That, madame, is my crime," he admitted, 
with a mild and painful humility. " Your anger 
hits me hard. But — do you remember? — you 
placed three lives in my hands. I found you 
helpless ; you asked for help, I saw you day by 
day, more troubled, yet, as it seemed to me, more 
full of instincts towards generosity, towards 
peace. I felt — oh! madame,! felt with all my 
heart, that there lay just one step between you 
and a happiness that would compensate you a 
thousand times for all you had gone through. 
You say that I prayed for you. I did— often— 
and earnestly. And it seemed to me that — in 
our later conversations — I saw such signs of 
grace in you — such exquisite dispositions of the 
heart — that were the chance of action once more 
given to you — you would find the strength to 
seize the blessing that God offered you. And 
one evening in particular, I found you in an 
anguish that seemed to be destroying you. And 
you bad opened your heart to me ; you had asked 
my help as a Christian priest. And so, madame, 
as you say — I dared. I said, in writing to Mr. 
Manisty, who had told me he was coming north- 
ward — ' if Torre Amiata is not far out of your 
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road — look in upon me.' Neither your name 
nor Miss Foster's passed my lips. But since — I 
confess — I have lived in much disturbance of 
mind !'* 

Eleanor laughed. 

"Are all priests as good casuists as you, 
Father?" 

His eyes wavered a little as though her words 
stung. But he did not reply. 

There was a pause. Eleanor turned towards 
the parapet and looked outward towards the road 
and the forest. Her face and eyes were full of 
an incredible animation; her lips were lightly 
parted to let the quick breath pass. 

Then ot a sudden she withdrew. Her eyes 
moved back to Father Benecke; she bent for- 
ward and held out both her hands. 

" Father — I forgive you ! Let us make peace." 

He took the small fingers into his large palms 
with a gratitude that was at once awkward and 
beautiful. 

"I don't know yet" — he said, in a deep per- 
plexity — " whether I absolve myself," 

"You will soon know," she said almost with 
gayety. " Oh ! it is quite possible " — she threw 
up one hand in a wild childish gesture — "it is 
quite possible that to-morrow I may be at your 
feet, asking you to give me penance for my 
rough words. On the other hand — Anyway, 
Father, you have not found me a very dutiful 
penitent ?" 

"I expected castigation," be said meekly. "If 
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the castigatioD is done, I have come oS better 
than I could have hoped." 

She raised herself, and took up her gloves that 
were lying on the little table beside her sofa. 

" You see " — she said, talking very fast — " I am 
an Englishwoman, and my race is not a docile 
one. Here, io this village, I have noticed a good 
deal, and the -massaja gossips to me. There was 
a fight in the street the other night. The men 
were knifing each other. The parroco sent them 
word that they should come at once to his house 
— /«- pacijUarli. They went. There is a girl, 
living with her sister, whose husband has a bad 
reputation. The parroco ordered her to leave — 
found another home for her. She left. There 
is a lad who made some blasphemous remarks in 
the street on the day of the Madonna's procession. 
The parroco ordered him to do penance. He did 
it. But those things are not English. Perhaps 
they are Bavarian?" 

He winced, but he had recovered his com- 
posure. 

"Yes, madame, they are Bavarian also. But 
it seems that even an Englishwoman can some- 
times feel the need of another judgment than 
her own ?" 

She smiled. All the time that she had made 
her little speech about the village, she had been 
casting quick glances along the road. It was 
evident that her mind was only half employed 
with what she was saying. The rose-flush in her 
cheeks, the dainty dress, the halo of fair hair gave 
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her back youth and beauty ; and the priest gazed 
at her in astonishment. 

" Ah !" — she said, with a vivacity that was aU 

most violence — "here she is. Father — please !" 

And with a peremptory gesture, she signed to 
him to draw back, as she had done, into the shad- 
ow, out o£ sight of the road. 

But the advancing figure was plain to both of 
them. 

Lucy mounted the hill with a slow and tired 
step. Her eyes were on the ground. The whole 
young form drooped under the heat, and under 
a weight of thought still more oppressive. As 
it came nearer a wave of sadness seemed to come 
with it, dimming the sunshine and the green 
splendor of the woods. 

As she passed momentarily out of sight behind 
some trees that sheltered the gate of the court- 
yard, Mrs. Burgoyne crossed the loggia, and 
called to her maid. 

" Marie — be so good as to tell Miss Poster when 
she comes in that I have gone out ; that she is 
not to trouble about me, as I shall soon return ; 
and tell her also that I felt unusually well and 
strong." 

Then she turned and beckoned to Father 
Benecke. 

" This way, Father, please !" 

And she led him down the little stair that had 

taken Lucy to the garden the night before. At 

the foot of the stairs she paused. The wall of 

the garden divided them from the court-yard, 
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and on the other side of it they could hear Lucy 
speaking to the massaja. 

" Now !" said Eleanor, " quick ! — before she dis- 
covers us !" 

And opening the garden door with the priest's 
help she passed into the field, and took a wide 
circuit to the right so as to be out of view of the 

" Dear madame, where are you going ?" said 
the priest in some alarm. "This is too fatiguing 
for you," 

Eleanor took no notice. She, who for days bad 
scarcely dragged one languid foot after another, 
sped through the heat and over the broken ground 
tike one of the goldfinches in the convent garden. 
The old priest followed her with difficulty. Nor 
did she [>ause till they were in the middle of the 
Sassetto. 

"Explain what we are doing!" he implored 
her, as she allowed him to press his old limbs for 
a moment on bis stick, and take breath. 

She, too, leaned against a tree panting. 

"You said. Father, that Mr. Manisty was to 
leave you at mid-day." 

" And you wish to see him ?*' he cried. 

" I am determined to see him," she said in a 
low voice, biting her lip. 

And again she was off, a gleam of whiteness 
gliding down, down, through the cool green heart 
of the Sassetto, towards the Paglia. 

They emerged upon the fringe of the wood, 
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where amid scrub and sapling trees stood the 
little sun-baked house. 

From the distance came a. sound of wheels — a 
carriage from Selvapendente crossing the bridge 
over the Paglia. 

Mrs. Burgoyne looked at the house for a mo- 
ment in silence. Then, sheltered under her large 
white parasol she passed round to the side that 
fronted the river. 

There, in the shade, sat Manisty, his arms upon 
his knees, his head buried in his hands. 

He did not at first hear Mrs. Burgoyne's step, 
and she paused a little way off. She was alone. 
The priest had not followed her. 

At last, as she moved, either the sound of her 
dress or the noise of the approaching wheels 
roused him. He looked up — started — sprang to 
his feet. 

" Eleanor ! " 

They met. Their eyes crossed. She shivered, 
for there were tears in his. But through that dim- 
ness there shone the fierce unspoken question that 
had leaped to them at the sight of his cousin — 

" Hast thou found me, O mine enemy ?" 
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CHAPTER XXIII 

ELEANOR was the first to break the si- 
lence. 
"You have had a long pilgrimage to 
find us," she said quietly, " Yet perhaps Torre 
Amiata might have occurred to you. It was you 
that praised it — that proposed to find quarters at 
the convent." 

He stared at her in amazement. 

" Eleanor — in God's name !" he broke out vio- 
lently, "tell me what this all means! What has 
been the meaning of this mad — this extraordi- 
nary behavior ?" 

She tottered a little and leaned against the 
wall of the house. 

" Find me a chair, please, before we begin to 
talk. And — is that your fly ? Send it away — to 
wait under the trees. It can take me up the hill, 
when we have finished." 

He controlled himself with difficulty and went 
round the house. 

She pressed her hands upon her eyes to shut 
out the memory of his face. 

"She has refused him!" she said to herself; 
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"and — what is more — she has made him believe 
it!" 

Very soon his step was heard returning. The 
woman he had left in the shade listened for it, as 
though in all this landscape of rushing river and 
. murmuring wood it were the one audible, signifi- 
cant sound. But when he came back to her 
again, he saw nothing but a composed, expect- 
ant Eleanor ; dressed, in these wilds, with a dain- 
ty care which would have done honor to London 
or Paris, with a bright color in her cheeks, and 
the quiver of a smile on her lips. Ill ! He thought 
he had seldom seen her look so well. Had she 
not always been of a thistle-down lightness? 
" Exaggeration ! — absurdity I" he said to himself 
fiercely, carrying his mind back to certain say- 
ings in a girl's voice that were still ringing in his 
ears. 

He, however, was in no mood to smile. Elea- 
nor had thrown herself sideways on the chair he 
bad brought her ; her arms resting on the back 
of it, her delicate hands hanging down. It was 
a graceful and characteristic attitude, and it 
seemed to him affectation — a piece of her fine- 
ladyism. 

She instantly perceived that he was in a state 
of such profound and passionate excitement that 
it was difficult for him to speak. 

So she began, with a calmness which exasper- 
ated him : 

" You asked me, Edward, to explain our esca- 
pade ?" 
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He raised his burning eyes. 

"What can you explain? — how can you ex- 
plain?" he said roughly, "Are you going to tell 
me why my cousin and comrade hates me and 
plots against me? — why she has inflicted this 
slight and outrage upon me? — why, Anally, she 
has poisoned against me the heart of the woman 
Hove?" 

He saw her shrink. Did a cruel and secret in- 
stinct in him rejoice ? He was mad with rage and 
misery, and he was incapable of concealing it. 

She knew it. As he dropped his head again in 
an angry stare at the grass between them, she 
was conscious of a sudden childish instinct to 
put out her hand and stroke the black curls and 
the great broad shoulders. He was not for her ; 
but, in the old days, who had known so well as 
she how to soothe, manage, control him ? 

" I can't tell you those things — certainly," she 
said, after a pause. " I can't describe what doesn't 
exist." 

And to herself she cried : " Oh ! I shall lie — lie 
— lie — like a flend, if I must !" 

" What doesn't exist ?" he repeated scornfully. 
" Will you listen to my version of what has hap- 
pened — the barest, unadorned tale ? I was your 
host and Miss Foster's. I had begun to show the 
attraction that Miss Foster had for me, to offer 
her the most trifling, the most ordinary attention. 
From the moment I was first conscious of my 
own feeling, I knew that you were against me 
— that you were influencing — Lucy" — the name 
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dropped from his lips in a mingled anguish and 
adoration — " against me. And just as I was be- 
ginning to understand my own heart — to look 
forward to two or three last precious weeks in 
which to make, if I could, a better impression 
upon her, after my abominable rudeness at the 
beginning— _y(jw interfered — you, my best friend I 
Without a word our party is broken up ; my 
chance is snatched from me ; Miss Foster is spir- 
ited away. You and she disappear, and you leave 
me to bear my affront — the outrage done me — 
as best I may. You alarm, you distress all your 
friends. Your father takes things calmly, I ad- 
mit. But even he has been anxious. Aunt Pattie 
has been miserable. As for me " 

He rose, and began to pace up and down before 
her ; struggling with his own wrath. 

"And at last" — he resumed, pausing in front 
of her — " after wandering up and down Italy, I 
find you — in this remote place — by the merest 
chance. Father Benecke said not a word. But 
what part he has played in it I don't yet un- 
derstand. In another half-hour I should have 
been off ; and again you would have made the 
veriest fool of me that ever walked this earth. 
Why, Eleanor? — why? What have I done to 
you ?" 

He stood before her — a superb, commanding 
presence. In his emotion all unshapeliness of 
limb or movement seemed to have disappeared. 
Transfigured by the unconsciousness of passion, 
he was all energy and all grace. 
2K 545 



.dbyGoogle 



" Bleanor !— explain ! Has our old friendship 
deserved this? Why have you done this thing to 
me ? — And, my God !" — he began to pace up and 
down again, his hands in his pockets — " how well 
— how effectually you have gone to work ! You 
have had — Lucy — in your hands for six weeks. 
It is plain enough what has been going on. This 
morning^-on that hill — suddenly," — he raised his 
hand to his brow, as though the surprise, the 
ecstasy of the moment returned upon him — 
" there among the trees — was her face ! What I 
said I shall never remember. But when a man 
feels as I do he has no need to take thought 
what he shall say. And she ? Impatience, cold- 
ness, aversion ! — not a word permitted of my 
long pilgrimage — not a syllable of explanation 
for this slight, this unbearable slight that had 
been put upon me as her host, her guardian, for 
the time being ! You and she fly me as though 
I were no longer fit to be your companion. Even 
the servants talked. Aunt Pattie and I had to 
set ourselves at once to devise the most elabo- 
rate falsehoods, or Heaven knows where the talk 
would have spread. How had I deserved such 
an humiliation ? — Yet, when I meet Miss Foster 
again, she behaves as though she owed me not a 
word of excuse. All her talk of you and your 
health ! I must go away at once — because it 
would startle and disturb you to see me. She 
had already found out by chance that I was here 
— she had begged Father Benecke to use his in- 
fluence with me not to insist on seeing you — not 
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to come to the convent. It was the most amaz- 
ing, the most inexplicable thing ! What in the 
name of fortune does it mean ? Are we all mad ? 
Is the world and every one on it rushing together 
to Bedlam ?" 

Still she did not speak. Was it that this mere 
voice, the familiar torrent of words, was delight- 
ful to her? — that she cared very little what he 
said, so long as he was there, living, breathing, 
pleading before her ? — that, like Sidney, she could 
have cried to him : " Say on, and all well said, still 
&ay the same" 7 

But he meant to be answered. He came close 
to her. 

"We have been comrades, Eleanor — fellow- 
workers — friends. You have come to know me 
as perhaps no other woman has known me. I 
have shown you a thousand faults. You know 
all my weaknesses. You have a right to despise 
me as an unstable, egotistical, selfish fool ; who 
must needs waste other people's good time and 
good brains for his own futile purposes. You 
have a right to think me ungrateful for the kind* 
est help that ever man got. You have a right as 
Miss Foster's friend — and perhaps, guessing as 
you do at some of my past history, — to expect of 
mc probation and guarantees. You have a right 
to warn her how she gives away anything so pre- 
cious as herself. But you have not a right to in- 
flict on me such suffering — such agony of mind 
— as you have imposed on me the last six weeks ! 
I deny it, Eleanor — I deny it altogether ! The 
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punishment, the test goes beyond — far beyond — 
your right and my offences !" 

He calmed— he curbed himself. 

" The reckoning has come, Eleanor. I ask yoa 
to pay it." 

She drew a long breath. 

" But I can't go at that pace. You must give 
me time." 

He turned away in a miserable impatience. 

She closed her eyes and thought a little. " Now " 
— she said to herself — " now is the time for lying. 
It must be done. Quick ! no scruples !" 
; And aloud : 

" You understand," she said slowly, " that Miss 
Foster and I had become much attached to each 
other ?■' 

"I understand." 

"That she had felt great sympathy for me in 
the failure of the book, and was inclined — well, 
you have proof of it ! — to pity me, of course a 
great deal too much, for being a weakling. She is 
the most tender — the most loving creature that 
exists." 

" How does that explain why you should have 
fled from me like the plague 7" he said doggedly. 

"No — no — but Any way, you see Lucy was 

likely to do anything she could to please me. 
That's plain, isn't it ?— so far ?" 

Her bead dropped a little to one side, interrog- 
atively. 

He made no reply. He still stood in front of 

her, his eyes bent upon her, his hands in his pocket& 
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" Meanwhile" — the color rushed over her face — 
"I had been, most innocently, an eavesdropper." 

" Ah !" he said, with a movement, " that night ? 
I imagined it." 

" You were not as cautious as you might have 
been — considering all the people about — and I 
heard." 

He waited, all ear. But she ceased to speak. 
She bent a little farther over the back of the 
chair, as though she were making a mental enu- 
meration of the leaves of a tiny myrtle bush that 
grew near his heel. 

" I thought that bit of truth would have stif- 
fened the lies," she thought to herself j " but some- 
how — they don't work." 

"Well: then, you see" — she threw back her 
head again and looked at him — " I had to con- 
sider. As you say, I knew you better than most 
people. It was all remarkably rapid — you will 
hardly deny that ? For a fortnight you took 
no notice of Lucy Foster. Then the attraction 

began — and suddenly Well, we needn't go 

into that any more; but with your character it 
was plain that you would push matters on — 
that you would give her no time — that you 
would speak, codte que codte — that you would 
fling caution and delay to the winds— and that 
all in a moment Lucy Foster would And her- 
self confronted by a great decision that she was 
not at all prepared to make. It was not fair 
that she should even be asked to make it. I 
had become her friend, specially. You will see 
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there was a responsibility. Delay for both of 
you — wasn't that to be desired? And no use 
whatever to go and leave you the address I — 
you'll admit that ?" she said hurriedly, with the 
accent of a child trying to entrap the judgment 
of an angry elder who was bringing it to book. 

He stood there lost in wrath, bewilderment, 
mystification. Was there ever a more lame, more 
ridiculous tale ? 

Then he turned quickly upon her, searching 
her face for some clew. A sudden perception— 
a perception of horror — swept upon him. Elea- 
nor's first fiush was gone ; in its place was the 
pallor of effort and ' excitement. What a ghost, 
what a spectre she had become ! Manisty looked 
at her aghast, — at her unsteady yet defiant eyes, 
at the uncontrollable trembling of the mouth 
she did her best to keep at its hard task of smil- 
ing. 

In a flash, he understood. A wave of red in- 
vaded the man's face and neck. He saw himself 
back in the winter days, working, talking, think- 
ing ; always with Eleanor ; Eleanor his tool, his 
stimulus; her delicate mind and heart the block 
on which he sharpened his own powers and per- 
ceptions. He recalled his constant impatience 
of the barriers that hamper cold and cautious 
people. He must have intimacy, feeling, and 
the moods that border on and play with passion. 
Only so could his own gift of phrase, his own 
artistic divinations develop to a fine subtlety and 
clearness, like flowers in a kind air. 
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An experience,— for him. And for her ? He 
remembered how, in a leisurely and lordly way, 
he had once thought it possible be might some 
day reward his cousin ; at the end of things, when 
all other adventures were done. 

Then came that tragi -comedy of the book; 
his disillusion with it ; his impatient sense that 
the winter's work upon it was somehow hound 
up in Eleanor's mind with a claim on him that 
had begun to fret and tease ; and those rebuffs, 
tacit or spoken, which his egotism had not shrunk 
from inflicting on her sweetness. 

How could he have helped inflicting them? 
Lucy had come ! — to stir in him the deepest 
waters of the soul. Besides, he had never taken 
Eleanor seriously. On the one hand he bad 
thought of her as intellect, and therefore hardly 
woman ; on the other he had conceived her as 
too gentle, too sweet, too sensitive to push any- 
thing to extremes. No doubt the flight of the 
two friends and Eleanor's letter had been a rude 
awakening. He had then understood that be had 
offended Eleanor, offended her both as a friend, 
and as a clever woman. She had noticed the 
dawn of his love for Lucy Foster, and had deter- 
mined that he should still recognize her power 
and influence upon his life. 

This was part of his explanation. As to the 
rest, it was inevitable that both his vanity and 
passion should speak soft things. A girl does not 
take such a wild step, or acquiesce in it — till she 
has felt a man's power. Self-assertion on EleJi- 
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nor's part — a sweet alarm on Lucy's — these had 
been his keys to the matter, so far. They had 
brought him anger, but also hope ; the most de- 
licious, the most confident hope. 

Now remorse shot through him, fierce and 
stinging — remorse and terror! Then on their 
heels followed an angry denial of responsibility, 
mingled with alarm and revolt. Was he to be 
robbed of Lucy because Eleanor had misread 
him ? No doubt she bad imprinted what she 
pleased on Lucy's mind. Was he indeed undone? 
— for good and all ? 

Then shame, pity, rushed upon him headlong. 
He dared not look at the face beside him with its 
record of pain. He tried to put out of his mind 
what it meant. Of course he must accept her 
lead. He was only too eager to accept it ; to play 
the game as she pleased. She was mistress ! 
That he realized. 

He took up the camp-stool on which he had 
been sitting when she arrived and placed himself 
beside her, 

" Well — that explains something " — he said 
more gently. " I can't complain that I don't 
seem to you or any one a miracle of discretion ; I 
can't wonder — perhaps— that you should wish to 
protect Miss Foster, if — i£ you thought she need- 
ed protecting. But I must think — I can't help 
thinking, that you set about it with very unneces- 
sary violence. And for yourself too— what mad- 
ness ! Eleanor I what have you been doing to 
yourself ?" 
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He looked at her reproachfully with that sud- 
den and intimate penetration which was one of 
his chief spells with women. Eleanor shrank. 

" Oh ! I am ill," she said hastily ; " too ill in fact 
to make a fuss about. It would only be a waste 
of time." 

" Of course you have found this place too rough 
for you. Have you any comforts at all in that 
ruin 7 Eleanor, what a rash, — what a wild thing 
to do !" 

He came closer to her, and Eleanor trembled 
under the strong expostulating tenderness of his 
face and voice. It was so like him — to be always 
somehow in the right ! Would he succeed, now 
as always, in doing with her exactly as he would ? 
And was it not this, this first and foremost that 
she had fled from ? 

" No " — she said, — " no. I have been as well 
here as I should have been anywhere else. Don't 
let us talk of it." 

" But I must talk of it. You have hurt your- 
self — and Heaven knows you have hurt me — 
desperately. Eleanor — when I came back from 
that function the day you left the villa, I came 
back with the intention of telling you everything, 
I knew you were Miss Poster's friend. I thought 
you were mine too. In spite of all my stupidity 
about the book, Eleanor, you would have listened 
to me? — you would have advised me?" 

"When did you begin to think of Lucy?" 

Her thin fingers, crossed over her brow, as she 

rested her arm on the back of the chair, hid 
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from him tlie eagerness, the passion, of her 
curiosity. 

But he scented danger. He prepared himself 
to walk warily. 

" It was after Nemi — quite suddenly. I can't 
explain it. How can one ever explain those 
things ?" 

"What makes you want to marry her? What 
possible congruity is there between her and you ?" 

He laughed uneasily. 

"What's the good of asking those things? 
One's feeling itself is the answer." 

"But I'm the spectator — the friend." — The 
word came out slowly, with a strange emphasis. 
" I want to know what Lucy's chances are." 

" Chances of what ?" 

" Chances of happiness," 

"Good God!" — he said, with an impatient 
groan. — " You talk as though she were going to 
give herself any opportunity to find out." 

"Well, let us talk so, for argument. You're 
not exactly a novice, you know, in these things. 
How is one to be sure that you're not playing 
with Lucy — as you played with the book — till 
you can go back to the play you really like 
best?" 

" What do you mean ?" he cried, starting with 
indignation — "the play of politics?" 

" Politics — ambition — what you will. Suppose 
Lucy finds herself taken up and thrown down — 
like the book? — when the interest's done?" 

She uncovered her eyes, and looked at him 
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steadily, coldly. It was an Eleanor he did not 
know. 

He sprang up in his anger and discomfort, and 
began to pace again in front of her. 

" Oh well — if you think as badly of me as that " 
— he said fiercely, — " I don't see what good can 
come of this conversation." 

There was a pause. At the end of it, Eleanor 
said in another voice : 

" Did you ever give her any indication of what 
you felt — before to-day?" 

" I came near — in the Borghese gardens," he 
said reluctantly. " If she had held out the tip of 

her little finger But she didn't. And I should 

have been a fool. It was too soon — too hasty. 
Anyway, she would not give me the smallest 

opening. And afterwards " He paused. His 

mind passed to his night-wandering in the gar- 
den, to the strange breaking of the terracotta. 
Furtively his gaze examined Eleanor's face. But 
what he saw of it told him nothing, and again 
his instinct warned him to let sleeping dogs lie. 
"Afterwards I thought things over, naturally. 
And I determined, that night, as I have already 
said, to come to you and take counsel with you, 
I saw you were out of charity with me. And, 
goodness knows, there was not much to be said 
for me ! But at any rate I thought that we, who 
had been such old friends, had better understand 
each other; that you'd help me if I asked you. 
You'd never yet refused, anyway." 

His voice changed. She said nothing for a 
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little, and her hands still made a penthouse for 
her face. 

At last she tbrev him a question. 

"Just now — what happened?" 

" Good Heavens, as if I knew !" be said, with a 
cry of distress. "I tried to tell her how I had 
gone up and down Italy, seeking for her, hunger- 
ing for any shred of news of you. And she? — 
she treated me like a troublesome intruder, like 
a dog that follows you unasked and has to be 
beaten back with your stick!" 

Eleanor smiled a little. His heart and his 
vanity had been stabbed alike. Certainly he had 
something to complain of. 

She dropped her hands, and drew herself erect. 

" Well, yes," she said in a meditative voice, " we 
must think — we must see." 

As she sat there, rapt in a sudden intensity of 
reflection, the fatal transformation in her was 
still more plainly visible; Manisty could hardly 
keep his eyes from her. Was it his fault? His 
poor, kind Eleanor ! He felt the ghastly tribute 
of it, felt it with impatience, and repulsion. Must 
a man always measure his words and actions by 
a foot-rule — lest a woman take him too seriously? 
He repented; and in the same breath told him- 
self that his penalty was more than his due. 

At last Eleanor spoke. 

"I miist return a moment to what we said be- 
fore. Lucy Foster's ways, habits, antecedents 
are wholly different from yours. Suppose there 
were a chance for you. You would take her to 
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tx)ndon — expect her to play her part there — in 
your world. Suppose she failed. How would 
you get on?" 

"Eleanor — really! — am I a 'three-tailed ba- 
shaw " ?" 

"No. But you are absorbing — despotic — fas- 
tidious. You might break that girl's heart in a 
thousand ways — before you knew you'd done it. 
You don't give ; you take." 

"And you — hit hard!" he said, under his breath, 
resuming his walk. 

She sat white and motionless, her eyes spar- 
kling. Presently he stood still before her, his 
features working with emotion. 

" It I am incapable of love — and unworthy of 
her^" he said in a stifled voice, — "if that's your 
verdict — if that's what you tell her — I'd better 
go, I know your power — I don't dispute your 
right to form a judgment — I'll go. The carriage 
is there. Good-bye," 

She lifted her face to his with a quick gesture. 

" She loves you ! " — she said, simply. 

Manisty fell back, with a cry. 

There was a silence, Eleanor's being was 
Hooded with the strangest, most ecstatic sense of 
deliverance. She had been her own executioner; 
and this was not death — but life ! 

She rose. And speaking in her natural voice, 
■with her old smile, she said — " I must go back to 
her — she will have missed me. Now then — what 
shall we do next?" 

He walked beside her bewildered. 
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"You have taken my breath away — hf ted me 
from hell to purgatory anyway," he said, at last, 
trying for composure, " I have no plans for my- 
self — no particular hope — you didn't see and hear 
her just now ! But I leave it all in your hands. 
What else can I do?" 

" No," she said calmly. " There is nothing else 
for you to do." 

He felt a tremor of revolt, so quick and strange 
was her assumption of power over both his des- 
tiny and Lucy's. But he suppressed it; made 
no reply. 

They turned the corner of the house. "Your 
carriage can take me up the hill," said Eleanor. 
"You must ask Father Benecke's hospitality a 
little longer; and you shall hear from me to- 
night," 

They walked towards the carriage, which was 
waiting a hundred yards away. On the way 
Manisty suddenly said, plunging back into some 
of the perplexities which had assailed him before 
Eleanor's appearance : 

" What on earth does Father Benecke know 
about it all ? Why did he never mention that 
you were here ; and then ask me to pay him a 
visit ? Why did he send me up the hill this morn- 
ing ? I bad forgotten all about the convent. He 
made me go." 

Eleanor started ; colored ; and pondered a mo- 
ment. 

" We pledged him to secrecy as to his letters. 

But all priests are Jesuits, aren't they ? — even 
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the good ones. I suppose he thought we had 
quarrelled, and he would force us for our good 
to make it up. He is very kind — and— rather 
romantic." 

Mantsty said no more. Here, too, be divined 
mysteries that were best avoided. 

They stood beside the carriage. The coachman 
was on the ground remedying something wrong 
with the harness. 

Suddenly Manisty put out his hand and seized 
his companion's. 

" Eleanor !" he said imploringly — " Eleanor !" 

His lips could not form a word more. But his 
eyes spoke for him. They breathed compunction, 
entreaty ; they hinted what neither could ever 
say ; they asked pardon for offences that could 
never be put into words. 

Eleanor did not shrink. Her look met his in 
the first truly intimate gaze that they had ever 
exchanged ; hers infinitely sad, full of a dignity 
recovered, and never to be lost again, the gaze, 
indeed, of a soul that was already withdrawing 
itself gently, imperceptibly from the things of 
earth and sense; his agitated and passionate, 
tt seemed to him that he saw the clear brown 
of those beautiful eyes just cloud with tears. 
Then they dropped, and the moment was over, 
the curtain fallen, forever. 

They sighed, and moved apart. The coachman 
climbed upon the box. 

" To-night !" — she said, smiling — waving her 
hand— "Till to-night." 
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" Avantif" cried the coachman, and the horses 
began to toil sleepily up the hill. 

" Sapphira was nothing to me !" thought Elea- 
nor as she threw herself back in the old shabby 
landau with a weariness of body that made little 
impression however on the tension of her mind. 

Absently she looked out at the trees above 
and around her ; at the innumerable turns of 
the road. So the great meeting was over ! Man- 
isty's reproaches bad come and gone ! With his 
full knowledge — at his humble demand — she held 
his fate in her hands. 

Again that extraordinary sense of happiness 
and lightness ! She shrank from it in a kind 
of terror. 

Once, as the horses turned corner after cor- 
ner, the sentence of a meditative Frenchman 
crossed her mind ; words which said that the 
only satisfaction for man lies in being datts 
I'ordre ; in unity, that is, with the great world- 
machine in which he finds himself ; fighting with 
it, not against it. 

Her mind played about this thought; then re- 
turned to Manisty and Lucy. 

A new and humbled Manisty ! — shaken with a 
supreme longing and fear which seemed to have 
driven out for the moment all the other ele- 
ments in his character — those baser, vainer, weak- 
er elements that she knew so well. The change 
in him was a measure of the smallaess of her 
own past influence upon him ; of the infinitude 
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of her own self-deception. Her sharp inteUigence 
drew the inference at once, and bade her pride 
accept it. 

They had reached the last stretch of hill before 
the convent. Where was Lucy ? She looked out 
eagerly. 

The girl stood at the edge of the road, wait- 
ing. As Eleanor bent forward with a nervous 
" Dear, I am not tired — wasn't it lovely to find 
this carriage ?" Lucy made no reply. Her face 
was stern ; her eyes red. She helped Eleanor to 
alight without a word. 

But when they had reached Eleanor's cool and 
shaded room, and Eleanor was lying on her bed 
physically at rest, Lucy stood beside her with a 
quivering face. 

"Did you tell him to go at once? Of course 
you have seen him?" 

"Yes, I have seen him. Father Benecke gave 
me notice." 

" Father Benecke !" said the girl with a tight- 
ening of the lip. 

There was a pause ; then Eleanor said : 

" Dear, get that low chair and sit beside me." 

"You oughtn't to speak a word," said Lucy 
impetuously; "you ought to rest there for hours. 
Why we should be disturbed in this unwarranta- 
ble, this unpardonable way, I can't imagine." 

She looked taller than Eleanor had ever seen 
her ; and more queenly. Her whole frame seemed 
to be stiff with indignation and will. 

" Come !" said Eleanor, holding out her hand. 
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Unwillingly Lucy obeyed. 

Eleanor turned towards her. Their faces were 
close together ; the ghastly pallor of the one be- 
side the stormy, troubled beauty of the other. 

" Darling, listen to me. For two months I 
have been like a person in a delirium — under 
suggestion, as the hypnotists say. I have not 
been myself. It has been a possession. And this 
morning— before I saw Edward at all— I felt the 
demon — go ! And the result is very simple. Put 
your ear down to me." 

Lucy bent. 

" The one thing in the world that I desire now 
— ^before I die — (Ah! dear, don't start! — you 
know !) — the only, only thing — is that you and 
Edward should be happy — and forgive me." 

Her voice was lost in a sob. Lucy kissed her 
quickly, passionately. Then she rose, 

" I shall never marry Mr. Manisty, Eleanor, if 
that is what you mean. It is well to make that 
clear at once." 

" And why ?" Eleanor caught her — kept her 
prisoner. 

"Why? — why?" said Lucy impatiently— " be- 
cause I have no desire to marry him — because— 
I would sooner cut off my right hand than marry 
him." 

Eleanor held her fast, looked at her with a 
brilliant eye — accusing, significant. 

" A fortnight ago you were on the loggia — 

alone. I saw.you from my room. Lucy !— I saw 

you kiss the terracotta he gave you. Do you 
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mean to tell me that meant nothing— ttoihmg'— 
from you, of all people ? Oh ! you dear, dear 
child ! — I knew it from the beginning — I knev 
it — but I was mad," 

Lucy had grown very white, but she stood 
rigid. 

" I can't be responsible for what you thought, 
or — for anything — but what I do. And I will 
never marry Mr, Manisty." 

Eleanor still held her, 

" Dear — you remember that night when Alice 
attacked you ? I came into the library, unknown 
to you both. You were still in the chair — you 
beard nothing. He stooped over you. I beard 
what he said. I saw his face. Lucy ! there are 
terrible risks — not to you — but to him— in driving 
a temperament like his to despair. You know bow 
be lives by feeling, by imagination — how much 
of the artist, of the poet, there is in him. If he 
is happy — if there is some one to understand, and 
strengthen him, he will do great things. If not 
be will waste his life. And that would be so bit* 
ter, bitter to see !" 

Eleanor leaned her face on Lucy's hands, and 
the girl felt her tears. She shook from head to 
foot, but she did not yield. 

" I can't — I can't " — she said in a low, resolute 
voice " Don't ask me. I never can." 

" And you told him so i" 

" I don't know what I told him — except that he 
mustn't trouble you— that we wanted him to go 
— to go directly." 
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"And he — what did he say to you ?" 

" That doesn't matter in the least," cried Lucy. 
" I have given him no right to say what he does. 
Did I encourage him to spend these weeks in 
looking for us ? Never !" 

" He didn't want encouraging," said Eleanor. 
" He is in love — perhaps for the first time in his 
life. If you are to give him no hope — it will go 
bard with him." 

Lucy's face only darkened. 

" How can you say such things to me ?" she 
said passionately. " How can you ?" 

Eleanor sighed. " I have not much right to 
say them, I know," she said presently, in a low 
voice. " I have poisoned the sound of them to 
your ears." 

Lucy was silent. She began to walk up and 
down the room, with her hands behind her. 

" I will never, never forgive Father Benecke," 
she said presently, in a low, determined voice. 

" What do you think he had to do with it ?" 

" I know," said Lucy, " He brought Mr. Man- 
isty here. He sent him up the hill this morning 
to see me. It was the most intolerable interfer- 
ence and presumption. Only a priest could have 
done it." 

" Oh ! you bigot ! — you Puritan ! Come here, 
little wild-cat Let me say something." 

Lucy came reluctantly, and Eleanor held her. 

"Doesn't it enter into your philosophy — tell 
me — ^that one soul should be able to do anything 
for another ?" 
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*' I don't believe in the professional, anyway," 
said Lucy stifBy — "nor in the professional claims." 

" My dear, it is a training like any other," 

"Did you — did you confide in him?" said the 
girl after a moment, with a visible effort. 

Eleanor made no reply. She lay with her face 
hidden. When Lucy bent down to her she said 
with a sudden sob : 

" Don't you understand ? I have been near two 
griefs since I came here— his and the Contessa's. 
And mine didn't stand the comparison." 

" Father Benecke had no right to take matters 
into his own hands," said Lucy stubbornly, 

"I think he was afraid — I should die in my 
sins," said Eleanor wildly. " He is an apostle — 
he took the license of one." 

Lucy frowned, but did not speak. 

" Lucy ! what makes you so hard — so strange?" 

" I am not hard. But I don't want to see Mr. 
Manisty again. I want to take you safely back 
to England, and then to go home — home to Uncle 
Ben — to my own people." 

Her voice showed the profoundest and most 
painful emotion. Eleanor felt a movement of 
despair. What could he have said or done to 
set this tender nature so on edge? If it had not 
been for that vision on the loggia, she would 
have thought that the girl's heart was in truth 
untouched, and that Manisty would sue in vain. 
But how was it possible to think it ? 

She lost herself in doubts and conjectures, while 
Lucy still moved up and down. 
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Presently Cecco broug^ht up their meal, and 
Eleanor must needs eat and drink to soothe 
Lucy's anxiety. The girl watched her every 
movement, and Eleanor dared neither be tired 
nor dainty, lest for every mouthful she refused 
Manisty's chance should be the less. 

After dinner she once more laid a detaining 
hand on her companion. 

"Dear, I can't send him away, you know— at 
once — to please you." 

" Do you want him to stay ?" said Lucy, holding 
herself aloof. 

" After all, he is my kinsman. There are many 
things to discuss — much to hear." 

"Very welL It won't be necessary for me to 
take part." 

"Not unless you like. But, Lucy, it would 
make me very unhappy — if you were unkind to 
him. You have made him suffer, my dear ; he is 
not the meekest of men. Be content." 

" I will be quite polite," said the girl, turning 
away her head. "You will be able to travel — 
won't you — very soon ?" 

Eleanor assented vaguely, and the conversation 
dropped. 

In the afternoon Marie took a note to the cot- 
tage by the river. 

" Ask Father Benecke to let you stay a few days. 
Things look bad. What did you say 7 If you at- 
tacked me, it has done you harm." 

Meanwhile Lucy, who felt herself exiled from 
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the woods, the roads, the village, by one threat- 
ening presence, shut herself up for a while in her 
own room, in youth's most tragic mood, calling 
on the pangs of thought to still more strengthen 
her resolve and clear her mind. 

She forced her fingers to an intermittent task 
of needle-work, but there were long pauses when 
her hands lay idle on her lap, when her head 
drooped against the back of her chair, and all 
her life centred in her fast beating heart, driven 
and strained by the torment of recollection. 

That moment when she had stepped out upon 
the road from the shelter of the wood — the thrill 
of it even in memory made her pale and cold. 
His look — his cry — the sudden radiance of the 
face, which, as she had first caught sight of it, 
bent in a brooding frown over the dusty road, 
had seemed to her the very image of discon- 
tent. 

" Miss Foster ! — Lucy /" 

The word had escaped him, in his first rush of 
joy, his spring towards her. And she had felt 
herself tottering, in a sudden blindness. 

What could she remember? The breathless 
contradiction of his questions — the eager grasp 
of her hand — then her first mention of Eleanor 
— the short stammering sentences, which as she 
spoke them sounded to her own ear so inconclu- 
sive, unintelligible, insulting — and his growing 
astonishment, the darkening features, the tight- 
ening lips, and finally his step backward, the 
haughty bracing of the whole man. 
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" Why does my cousin refuse to see me? What 
possible reason can you or she assign ?" 

And then her despairing search for the right 
word, that would not come ! He must please, 
please, go away — because Mrs, Burgoyne was ill 
— because the doctors were anxious — because 
there must be no escitement. She was acting 
as nurse, but it was only to be for a short time 
longer. In a week or two, no doubt Mrs, Bur- 
goyne would go to England, and she would re- 
turn to America with the Porters. But for the 
present, quiet was still absolutely necessary. 

Then — silence !— and afterwards a few sarcas- 
tic interrogations, quick, practical, hard to an- 
swer — the mounting menace of that thunder- 
brow, extravagant, and magnificent, — the trem- 
bling of her own limbs. And at last that sharp 
sentence, like lightning from the cloud, as to 
"whims and follies" that no sane man could 
hope to unravel, which had suddenly nerved her 
to be angry. 

"Oh! I was odious — odious!" — she thought to 
herself, biding her face in her hands. 

His answering indignation seemed to clatter 
through her room, 

" And you really expect me to do your bid- 
ding calmly, — to play this ridiculous part ? — to 
leave my cousin and you in these wilds — at 
this time of year — she in the state of health 
that you describe — to face this heat, and the 
journey home, without comforts, without assist- 
ance? It is a great responsibility, Miss Foster, 
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that you take, with me, and with her ! I refuse 
to yield it to you, till I have given you at least 
a little further time for consideration. I shall 
stay here a few hours longer. If you change 
your mind, send to me — I am with Father Be- 
oecke. If not — good-bye ! But I warn you that 
I will be no party to further mystification. It 
is undesirable for us all, I shall write at once 
to General Delafield-Muir, and to my aunt I 
think it will be also my duty to communicate 
with your friends in London or in Boston," 

" Mr. Manisty ! — let me beg of you to leave my 
personal affairs alone !" 

She felt again the proud flush upon her cheek, 
the shock of their two wills, the mingled anguish 
and relief as she saw him turn upon his heel, and 
go- 

Ah ! how unready, how gauche she had shown 
herself 1 Prom the beginning instead of concil- 
iating she had provoked him. But how to make a 
plausible story outof their adventureat all? There 
was the deciding, the fatal difficulty ! Her face 
burned anew as she tried to think his thoughts, 
to imagine all that he might or must guess ; as 
she remembered the glow of swift instinctive 
triumph with which he had recognized her, and 
realized from it some of the ideas that must 
have been his travelling companions all these 
weeks. 

No matter : let him think what he pleased ! 
She sat there in the gathering dark ; at one mo- 
ment, feeling herself caught in the grip of a 
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moral necessity that no rebellion could undo; 
and the next, childishly catching to her heart the 
echoes and images of that miserable half-hour. 

No wonder he had been angry ! 

"Lucy I" 

Her name was sweetened to her ear forever. 
He looked wayworn and tired ; yet so eager, so 
spiritually alert. Never had that glitter and 
magic he carried about with him been more po- 
tent, more compelling. 

Alack ! what woman ever yet refused to love a 
man because he loved himself 7 It depends en- 
tirely on how she estimates the force of his temp- 
tation. And it would almost seem as though nat- 
ure, for her own secret reason, had thrown a 
special charm round the egotist of all types, for 
the loving and the true. Is it that she is think- 
ing of the race — must needs belance in it the 
forces of death and life? What matters the 
separate joy or pain ! 

Yes. Lucy would have given herself to Man- 
isty, not blind to risks, expecting thoras ! — if it 
had been possible. 

But it was not possible. She rose from her seat, 
and sternly dismissed her thoughts. She was no 
conscious thief, no willing traitor. Not even Elea- 
nor should persuade her. Eleanor was dying be- 
cause she, Lucy, had stolen from her the affections 
of her inconstant lover. Was there any get- 
ting over that ? None ! The girl shrank in hor* 
ror from the very notion of such a base and 
plundering happiness. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 

ON the following morning when Lucy en- 
tered Bleanor's room she found her giv- 
ing some directions to Marie. 

"Tell Mamma Doni thafwe give up the rooms 
next weet — Friday in next week. Make her 
understand." 

^'^ Parfaiiement, madame." And Marie left the 
room." 

Lucy advanced with a face of dismay. 

"Ten days more! — Eleanor." 

Eleanor tapped her lightly on the cheek, then 
kissed her, laughing. 

" Are you too hot ?" 

" Dear ! — don't talk about me ! But you prom- 
ised me to be gone before August." 

She knelt down by Eleanor's bedside, holding 
her hands, imploring her with her deep blue 
eyes. 

" Well, it's only a few days more," said Elea- 
nor, guiltily. " Do let's take it leisurely ! It's so 
horrid to be hurried in one's packing. Look at 
all these things !" 

She waved her hand desperately round the 
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little room, choked ap with miscellaneous boxes ; 
then laid both bands on Lucy's shoulders, coax- 
ing and smiling at her like a child. 

Lucy soon convinced herself that it was of no 
use to argue. She must just submit, unless she 
were prepared to go to lengths of self-assertion 
which might excite Eleanor and bring on a heart 
attack. 

So, setting her teeth, she yielded. 

"Friday week, then — for the last, last day!— 
And Mr. Manisty ?" 

She had risen from her knees and stood look- 
ing down at Eleanor. Her cheek had reddened, 
but Eleanor admired her stateliness. 

" Oh, we must keep Edward. We want him 
for courier. I gave you trouble enough, on the 
journey here." 

Lucy said nothing. Her heart swelled a little. 
It seemed to her that under all this sweetness 
she was being treated with a certain violence. 
She went to the balcony, where the breakfast 
had just been laid, that she might bring Elea- 
nor's coffee. 

" It is just a little crude," Eleanor thought, un 
easily. "Dear bird! — the net is sadly visible. 
But what can one do? — with so little time — so 
few chances ! Once part them, and the game is 
up!" 

So she used her weakness once more as a tyr- 
anny, this time for different ends. 

The situation that she dictated was certainly 

di£Bcult enough. Manisty appeared, by her sum- 
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moQs, in the afternoon, and found them on the 
loggia. Lucy greeted him with a cold self-pos- 
session. Of all that had passed on the previous 
day, naturally, not a word. So far as allusions 
to the past were concerned, the three might have 
parted the day before at Marinata. Eleanor very 
flushed, and dressed in her elegant white dress 
and French hat, talked fast and well, of the coun- 
try folk, the padre parroco, the Contessa. Lucy 
looked at her with alarm, dreading the after 
fatigue. But Eleanor would not be managed; 
would have her way. 

Manisty, however, was no longer deceived. Lucy 
was aware of some of the glances that he threw 
his cousin. The trouble which they betrayed gave 
the girl a bitter satisfaction. 

Presently she left them alone. After her dis- 
appearance Eleanor turned to Manisty with a 
smile. 

" On your peril— not another word to her ! — till 
I give you leave. That would finish it." 

He lifted hands and shoulders in a despairing 
gesture; but said nothing. In Lucy's absence, 
however, then and later, he did not attempt to 
control his depression, and Eleanor was soon dis- 
tracting and comforting him in the familiar ways 
of the past. Before forty-eight hours had passed 
the relations between them indeed had resumed, 
to all appearance, the old and close intimacy. 
On his arm she crept down the road, to the Sas- 
setto, while Lucy drove with the Contessa. Or 
Manisty read aloud to her on the loggia^ while 
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Lucy in the court-yard below sat chatting fast to 
a swarm of village children who would always 
henceforward associate her white dress and the 
pure oval of her face with their dreams of the 
Madonna. 

In their tite-h-tftes, the talk of Manisty and 
Eleanor was always either of Lucy or of Manis- 
ty's own future. He had been at first embar- 
rassed or reluctant. But she had insisted, and 
he had at length revealed himself as in truth he 
had never revealed himself in the days of their 
early friendship. With him. at least, Eleanor 
through all anguish had remained mistress of 
herself, and she had her reward. No irreparable 
word had passed between them. The past was 
buried, and a new bond arose. The stifled re- 
proaches, the secret impatiences, the ennuis, the 
hidden anguish of those last weeks at Marinata 
were gone. Manisty, freed from the pressure of 
an unspoken claim which his conscience half ac- 
knowledged and his will repulsed, was for his 
cousin a new creature. He began to treat her as 
he had treated his friend Neal, with the same af- 
fectionate consideration, the same easy sweetness ; 
even through all the torments that Lucy made 
him suflEer. "His restlessness as a lover, — his 
excellence as a friend," — so a man who knew him 
well had written of him in earlier days. As for 
the lover, discipline and penance had overtaken 
him. But now that Eleanor's claim of another 
kind was dead, the friend in him had scope. Elea- 
nor possessed him as the lover of Lucy more tru- 
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ly than she had ever yet done in the days when 
she ruled alone. 

One evening finding her more feeble than usual, 
he implored her to let him summon a doctor from 
Rome before she risked the fatigue of the Mont 
Cenis journey. 

But she refused. " If necessary," she said, " I 
will go to Orvieto. There is a good man there. 
But there is some one else you shall write to, if 
you like : — Reggie I Pidn't you see him last 
week ?" 

" Certainly. Reggie and the first secretary left 
in charge, sitting in their shirt-sleeves, with no 
tempers to speak of, and the thermometer at 96 
But Reggie was to get his holiday directly." 

*' Write and catch him." 

"Tell him to come not later than Tuesday, 
please," said Lucy, quietly, who was standing by. 

" Despot !" said Eleanor, looking up, " Are we 
really tied and bound to Friday ?" 

Lucy smiled and nodded. When she went 
away Manisty sat in a black silence, staring at 
the ground, Eleanor bit her lip, grew a little 
restless, and at last said : 

"She gives you no openings?" 

Manisty laughed 

" Except for rebuffs '." he said, bitterly. 

"Don't provoke them !" 

" How can I behave as though that — that scene 
had never passed between us ? In ordinary cir- 
cumstances my staying on here would be an 
offence, of which she might justly complain. I 
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told her last night I would have gone — but for 
your health." 

" When did you tell her ?" 

" I found her alone here for a moment before 
dinner." 

"Well?" 

Manisty moved impatiently. 

" Oh ! she was very calm. Nothing I say puts 
her out. She thought I might be useful ! — And 
she hopes Aunt Pattie wilt meet us in London, 
that she may be free to start for New York by 
the loth, if her friends go then. She has written 
to them." 

Eleanor was silent. 

" I must have it out with her !" said Manisty 
presently under his breath. In his unrest he 
rose, that he might move about. His face had 
grown pale. 

" No — wait till I give you leave," said Eleanor 
again, imploring. " I never forget — for a.moment. 
Leave it to me." 

He came and stood beside her. She put out 
her hand, which be took. 

" Do you still believe — what you said }" he asked 
her, huskily. 

Eleanor looked up smiling. 

"A thousand times more !" she said, under her 
breath. " A thousand times more !" 

But here the conversation reached an impasse. 

Manistycouldnotsay — "Then why?— in Heaven's 

name !" — for he knew why. Only it was not a 

wky that he and Eleanor could discuss. Every 
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hour be realized more plainly with what com- 
pleteness Eleanor held him in her hands. The 
situation was galling. But her sweetness and 
his own remorse disarmed him. To be help- 
less — and to be kind ! — nothing else apparent- 
ly remained to him. The only gracious look 
Lucy bad vouchsafed him these two days had 
been in reward for some new arrangement of 
Eleanor's sofa which had given the invalid 
greater ease. 

He returned to his seat, smiling queerly. 

" Well, I am not the only person in disgrace. 
Do you notice how Benecke is treated?" 

"She avoids him?" 

" She never speaks to bim if she can help it. I 
know that he feels it." 

" He risked his penalty," said Eleanor laugh- 
ing. "I think he must bear it." Then in an- 
other tone, and very softly, she added — 

" Poor child !" 

Manisty thought the words particularly inap- 
propriate. In all his experience of women he 
never remembered a more queenly and less child- 
ish composure than Lucy had been able to show 
him since their scene on the hill. It had en- 
larged all his conceptions of her. His passion 
for her was thereby stimulated and tormented, 
yet at the same time glorified in his own eyes. 
He saw in her already the grande dame of the 
future — that his labor, his ambitions, and his 
gifts should make of her. 

If only Eleanor spoke the truth 1 
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The following day Manisty, returning from a 
late walk with Father Benecke, parted from the 
priest OQ the hill, and mounted the garden stair- 
way to the loggia. 

Lucy was sitting there alone, her embroidery 
in her hands. 

She had not heard him in the garden ; and 
when he suddenly appeared she was not able to 
hide a certain agitation. She got up and began 
vaguely to put away her silks and thimble. 

" I won't disturb you," he said formally. " Has 
Eleanor not cx>me back?" 

For Eleanor had been driving with the Coo- 
tessa. 

"Yes. But she has been resting since." 

" Don't let me interrupt you," he said again. 

Then be looked at her fingers and their un- 
certain movements among the stlks; at the face 
bent over the work-basket. 

" I want if I can to keep some bad news from 
my cousin," he said abruptly. 

Lucy started and looked up. He had her face 
full now, and the lovely entreating eyes. 

" My sister is very ill. There has been another 
crisis. I might be summoned at any time." 

" Oh !" — she said, faltering. Unconsciously she 
moved a step nearer to him. In a moment she 
was all inquiry, and deep, shy sympathy — the old 
docile Lucy. "Have you had a letter?" she 
asked. 

" Yes, this morning. I saw her the other day 

when I passed through Rome. She knew me, 
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but she is a wreck. The vbole constitution is 
affected. Sometimes there are intervals, but 
they get rarer. And each acute attack weakens 
her seriously," 
: " It is terrible — terrible !" 

As she stood there before him in her white 
dress under the twilight, be had a vision of her 
lying with shut eyes in his chair at Marinata; 
he remembered the first wild impulse that had 
bade him gather her, unconscious and helpless, 
in his arms. 

He moved away from her. For something to 
do, or say, he stooped down to look at something 
in her open work-basket. 

"Isn't that one of the Nemi terracottas?" 

He blundered into the question from sheer 
nervousness, wishing it unspoken the instant it 
was out. 

Lucy started. She bad forgotten. How could 
she have forgotten! There in a soft bed of 
many-colored silks, wrapped tenderly about, yet 
so as to show the face and crown, was the little 
Artemis. The others were beneath the tray of 
the box. But this for greater safety lay by 
itself, a thin fold of cotton-wool across its face. 
In that moment of confusion when he had ap- 
peared on the loggia she had somehow displaced 
the cotton-wool without knowing it, and uncov- 
ered the head. 

" Yes, it is the Artemis," she said, trying to 
keep herself from trembling. 

Manisty bent without speaking, and took the 
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little thing into bis hand. He thought of that 
other lovelier head — her likeness? — whereof the 
fragments were at that moment in a comer of 
bis dressing-case, after journeying with him 
through the mountains. 

As for Lucy it was to her as though the little 
head nestling in his band mast somehow carry 
there the warmth of her kisses upon it, must 
somehow betray her. He seemed to hold a frag> 
ment of her heart. 

" Please let me put it away," she said hurried- 
ly. " I must go to Eleanor. It is nearly time for 
dinner." 

He gave it Up silently. She replaced it, 
smoothed down her silks and her work, and shut 
the box. His presence, his sombre look, and 
watching eye, affected her all the time electri- 
cally. She had never yet been so near the loss 
of self-command. 

The thought of Eleanor calmed her. As she 
finished her little task, she paused and spoke 
again. 

"You won't alarm her about poor Miss Man- 
isty, without— without consulting with me?" she 
said timidly. 

He bowed. 

"Would you rather I did not tell her at all? 
But if I have to go?" 

"Yes then — then you must." 

An instant — and she added hastily in a voice 
that wavered, " I am so very, very sorry " 

" Thank you. She often asks about you." 
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He spoke with a formal courtesy, in his "grand 
manner." Her gleam of feeling had made him 
sensible of advantage, given him back self-con- 
fidence. 

The soft flutter of her dress disappeared, and 
he was left to pace up and down the loggia in 
alternations of hope and despair. He, too. felt 
with Eleanor that these days were fatal. If he 
lost her now, he lost her forever. She was of 
those natures in which a scruple only deepens 
with time. 

She would not take what should have been 
Eleanor's. There was the case in a nutshell. 
And how insist in these circumstances, as he 
would have done vehemently in any other, that 
Eleanor had no lawful grievance? 

He felt himself bound and pricked by a thou- 
sand delicate Liliputian bonds. The " regiment 
of women " was complete. He could do nothing. 
Only Eleanor could help. 

The following day, just outside the convent 
gate, he met Lucy, returning from the village, 
whither she had been in quest of some frei^h iigs 
for Eleanor's breakfast. It was barely eight 
o'clock, but the sun was already fierce. After 
their formal greeting, Lucy lingered a moment. 

" It's going to be frightfully hot to-day," she 
said, looking round her with a troubled face at 
the glaring road, at the dusty patch of vines be- 
yond it, at the burned grass below the garden 
wall. "Mr. Manisty! — you will make Eleanor 
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go next Friday?— you won't let her put it off— 
for anything?" 

She turned to him, in entreaty, the color dyeing 
her pure cheek and throat 

"I will do what I can. I understand your 
anxiety," he said stiiHy. 

She opened the old door of the court-yard and 
passed in before him. As he rejoined her, she 
asked him in a low voice — 

" Have you any more news ?" 

" Yes. I found a letter at Selvapendente last 
night. The state of things is better. There 
will be no need I hope to alarm Eleanor — for the 



"I am so glad !" — The voice hurried and then 
paused. " And of course, for you too," she added, 
with difficulty. 

He said nothing, and they walked up to the 
inner door in silence. Then as they paused on 
the threshold, he said suddenly, with a bitter ac- 
cent — 

" You are very devoted !" 

She looked at bim in surprise. Her young 
figure drew itself erect. " That isn't wonderful— 
is it ? — with her ?" 

Her tone pierced him. 

"Oh! nothing's wonderful in women. You set 
the standard so high — the men can't follow." 

He stared at her, pale and frowning. She 
laughed artificially, but he could see the breath 
hurrying under the blue cotton dress. 

" Not at all ! When it comes to the serious diffi- 
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culties we must, it seems, apply to you. Eleanor 
is thankful that you will take her home." 

" Oh ! I can be a decent courier — when I put 
my mind into it," he said angrily, " That, I dare 
say, you'll admit." 

" Of course I shall," she said, with a lip that 
smiled unsteadily, "I know it'll be invaluable. 
Please, Mr. Manisty, let me pass. I must get Elea- 
nor her breakfast." 

But he still stood there, barring the way, 

"Then, Miss Foster, admit something else! — 
that I am not the mere intruder — the mere bur- 
den — that you took me for." 

The man's soreness expressed itself in every 
word, every movement. 

Lucy grew white. 

" For Eleanor's sake, I am glad you came," she 
said struggling for composure. But the dignity, 
the pride behind the agitation were so evident 
that he dared not go a step farther. He bowed, 
and let her pass. 

Meanwhile the Contessa was useful. After a 
very little observation, based on the sugges- 
tions of her letter from Rome, she divined the 
situation exactly. Her affection and pity for 
Mrs. Burgoyne grew apace. Lucy she both ad- 
mired and acquitted ; while she half liked, half 
hated Manisty, He provoked her perpetually to 
judgment, intellectual and moral ; and they fell 
into many a sparring which passed the time and 
made a shelter for the others. Her daughter 
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had just left her; and the more she smarted, the 
more she bustled in and out of the village, the 
more she drove about the country, attending to 
the claims, the sicknesses, and the animals of dis- 
tant contadini, the more she read her newspapers, 
and the more nimbly did her mind move. 

Like the Marchess Pazzoleni, she would have 
no pessimism about Italy, though she saw things 
in a less poetic, more practical way. 

" I dare say the taxes are heavy — and that our 
officials and hankers and impiegati are not on 
as good terms as they might be with the Eighth 
Commandment. Well ! was ever a nation made 
in a night before ? When your Queen came to 
the throne, were you English so immaculate? 
You talk about our Socialists — have we any dis- 
turbances, pray, worse than your disturbances 
in the twenties and thirties ? The parocco says 
to me day after day : ' The African campaign 
has been the ruin of Italy !' That's only be- 
cause he wants it to be so. The machine marches, 
and the people pay their taxes, and farming im- 
proves every year, all the same. A month or 
two ago, the newspapers were full of the mob- 
bing of trains starting with soldiers for Ery- 
threa. Yet all that time, if you went down into 
the Campo de Fiori you could End poems sold 
for a soldo, that only the people wrote and the 
people read, that were as patriotic as the poor 
King himself." 

"Ah! I know," said Manisty. "I have seen 

some of them. The oddest, naivest things ! — the 
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metre of Tasso, tbe thoughts of a child — and 
every now and then the cry of a poet." 

And he repeated a stanza or two from these 
broad-sheets of the war, in a rolling and musical 
Italian. 

The Contessa looked at him with cool admira- 
tion ; and then aside, at Lucy. Certainly, when 
this Englishman was taking pains, his good looks 
deserved all that could be said of them. That he 
was one of the temperaments to which other 
lives minister without large return — that she had 
divined at once. But, like Lucy, she was not 
damped by that. The Contessa had known few 
illusions, and only one romance ; her love for her 
dead son. Otherwise she took the world as it 
came, and quarrelled with very few of its marked 
and persistent phenomena. 

They were sitting on a terrace beneath the 
northwestern front of the Palazzo. The terrace 
was laid out in a formal garden. Fountains 
played ; statues stood in rows ; and at the edge 
cypresses, black against the evening blue and 
rose, threw back the delicate dimness of the 
mountains, made their farness more far, and the 
gay foreground — oleanders, geraniums, nastur- 
tiums — more gay. 

Eleanor was lying on a deck-chair, smiling often, 
and at ease. Lucy sat a little apart, busy with 
her embroidery. She very seldom talked, but 
Eleanor could not make a movement or feel a 
want without her being aware of it. 

" But, madame, I cannot allow you to make an 
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enemy out of mc '"—said Manisty to the Contessa, 
resuming the conversation. "When you talk to 
me of this country and its future, vous prtckes 
un converii." 

" I thought you were the Jonah o£ our day," 
she said, with her abrupt and rather disdainful 
smile. 

Manisty laughed. 

" A Jonah who needn't complain anyway that 
his Nineveh is too ready to hear him." 

" Where is the preaching?" she asked. 

"Id the waste -paper basket," said Manisty, 
throwing away his cigarette. "Nowadays, ap- 
parently it is the prophets who repent." 

Involuntarily his eye wandered, sought for 
Lucy — withdrew. She was bidden behind her 
work. 

" Oh ! preach away," cried the Contessa. " Take 
up your hook again. Publish it. We can bear 
it." 

Manisty searched with both hands for his 
matches ; his new cigarette between his lips. 

" My book, madame " — he said coolly — * out- 
lived the pleasure its author took in writing it 
My cousin was its good angel ; but not even she 
could bring a blunder to port. Eleanor !—«*«/- 
«/«M .'" 

He gathered a spray of oleander that grew near 
him, and laid it on her hand, like a caress. EIea> 
nor's emaciated fingers closed upon it gently. 
She looked up, smiling. The Contessa abruptly 
turned away. 
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" And besides — " said Manisty. 

He puffed away steadily, with bis gaze on the 
mountains. 

" I wait," said the Contessa. 

" Your Italy is a witch," he said, with a sudden 
lifting of eyes and voice, " and there are too many 
people that love her !" 

Lucy bent a little lower over her work. 

Presently the Contessa vent away. 

Eleanor lay with eyes closed and hands crossed, 
very white and still. They thought her asleep, 
for it was common with her now to fall into short 
sleeps of pure exhaustion. When they occurred, 
those near her kept tender and generally silent 
watch, joining bands of protection, as it were, 
round her growing feebleness. 

After a few minutes, however, Manisty bent 
across towards Lucy. 

"You urged me once to finish the book. But 
it was she who told me the other day she was 
.thankful it had been dropped." 

He looked at her with the half irritable, half 
sensitive expression that she knew so well. 

" Of course," said Lucy, hurriedly. " It was 
much best." 

She rose and stooped over Eleanor. 

" Dear ! — It is getting late. I think I ought to 
call the carriage." 

" Let me," said Manisty, biting his lip. 

" Thank you," said Lucy, formally, " The 
coachman understood we should want him at 
seven." 
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When be came back, Lucy went into the bouse 
to fetch some wraps. 

Eleanor opened her eyes, which were singularly 
animated and smiling. 

" Listen !" 

He stooped. 

" Be angry !" she said, laying a light grasp on 
his arm. "Be quite angry. Now — you may! 
It will do no harm," 

He sat beside her, his head bent ; gloomily lis- 
tening, till Lucy reappeared. 

But be took the hint, calling to his aid all bis 
pride, and all his singular power of playing any 
rdle in his own drama that he might desire to 
play. He played it with energy, with despera- 
tion, counting meanwhile each hour as it passed, 
having in view always that approaching moment 
in London when Lucy would disappear within 
the doors of the Porters' house, leaving the but- 
ler to meet the demands of unwelcome visitors 
with such equivalents of " Not at home " as her 
Puritan scruples might allow; till the newspapers 
should announce the safe sailing of her steamer 
for New York. 

He ceased to propitiate her; be dropped em- 
barrassment. He ignored her. He became the 
man of the world and of affairs, whose European 
interests and relations are not within the ken of 
raw young ladies from Vermont. He bad never 
been more brilliant, more interesting, more agree- 
able, for Eleanor, for the Contessa, for Benecke ; 
for all the world, save one. He described his 
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wanderings among the Calabrian highlands. He 
drew the peasants, the priests, the great land- 
owners of the south still surrounded with their 
semi-feudal state ; he made Eleanor laugh or 
shudder with his tales of the brigandage of the 
sixties ; he talked as the artist and the scholar 
may of the Greek memories and remains of the 
Tarentine coast. Then be turned to English 
politics, to his own chances, and the humors of 
his correspondence. The Contessa ceased to 
quarrel with him. The handsome Englishman 
with the color of a Titian, and the features of an 
antique, with his eloquence, his petulance, his 
conceit, his charm, filled the stage, quickened 
the dull hours whenever he appeared. Eleanor's 
tragedy explained itself. The elder woman un- 
derstood and pitied. As for Lucy Foster, the 
Contessa's shrewd eyes watched her with a new 
respect. At what stage, in truth, was the play, 
and bow would it end ? 

Meanwhile for Lucy Poster alone, Manisty was 
not agreeable. He rose formally when she ap- 
peared ; he placed her chair ; he paid her all 
necessary courtesies. But his conversation never 
included her. Her coming generally coincided — 
after she was ceremoniously provided for — with 
an outbreak of talk between bira and Eleanor, or 
between him and Benecke, more eager, animated 
and interesting than before. But Lucy had no 
part in it. It was not the early neglect and in- 
civility of the villa; it was something infinitely 
colder and more wounding; the frigidity of disil- 
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lusion and resentment, of kindness rebuffed and 
withdrawn. 

Lucy said nothing. She went about her day's 
work as usual, making all arrangements for their 
departure, devoting herself to Eleanor. Every 
now and then she was forced to consult with 
Manisty as to arrangements for the journey. 
They spoke aa mere acquaintances and no more 
than was necessary ; while she, when she was 
alone, would spend much time in a silent ab- 
straction, thinking of her uncle, of the duties to 
which she was returning, and the lines of her 
future life. Perhaps in the winter she might do 
some teaching. Several people in Grayridge had 
said they would employ her. 

And, all the time, during the night hours when 
she was thus wrestling down her heart, Manisty 
was often pacing the forest paths, in an orgie of 
smoke and misery, cursing the incidents of the 
day, raging, doubting, suffering — as no woman 
had yet made him suffer. The more truly he 
despaired, the more he desired her. The strength 
of the moral life in her was a revelation, a chal- 
lenge to all the forces of his own being. He was 
not accustomed to have to consider such things 
in women. It added to her a wealth, a rarity, 
which made the conquest of her the only object 
worth pursuing in a life swept bare for the mo- 
ment of all other passions and zests. She loved 
him I Eleanor knew it; Eleanor declared it. • Yet 
in ten days' time she would say, — "Good-bye, 
Mr. Manisty" — with that calm brow which he 
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already foresaw as an outrage and offence to 
love. Ah ! for some means to cloud those dear 
eyes — to make her weep, and let him see the 
tears ! 
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CHAPTER XXV 

* ¥ TULLO, Manisty!— is that you? Is this 

I I the place ?" 

■•■ *■ The speaker was Reggie Brooklyn, 
who was dismounting from his bicycle at the 
door of the convent, followed by a clattering mob 
of village children, who had pursued him down 
the bill. 

"I say, what a weird place!" said Reggie, look- 
ing about him,— "and at the other end of no- 
where. What on earth made Eleanor come here?" 

He looked at Manisty in perplexity, wiping the 
perspiration from his brow, which frowned be- 
neath his fair curls. 

" We were here last year," said Manisty, " on 
that little tour we made with the D.'s, Eleanor 
liked it then. She came here when the heat be- 
gan, she thought it would be cool." 

*' You didn't know where she was ten days ago," 
said the boy, looking at him queerly. "And Gen- 
eral Mutr didn't know, for I heard from some one 
who had seen him last week." 

Manisty laughed. 

" All the same, she is here now," he said dryly. 
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''And Miss Poster is here too ?" 

Manisty nodded. 

" And you say that Eleanor is ill J" 

The young man had still the same hostile, sus- 
picious air. 

Manisty, who had been poking at the ground 
with his stick, looked up. Brooklyn made a step 
backward. 

" V^jr ill," he said, with a face of consternation. 
" And nobody knew ?" 

" She would not let us know," said Manisty 
slowly. Then he added, with the authority of 
the older man, the man in charge — " now we are 
doing all we can. We start on Friday and pick 
up a nurse at Genoa. When we get home, of 
course she will have the best advice. Very often 
she is wonderfully bright and like herself. Oh '. 
we shall pull her round. But you mustn't tire 
her. Don't stay too long." 

They walked into the convent together, Brook- 
lyn all impatience, Manisty moody and ill at ease. 

" Reggie 1 — well met !" It was Eleanor's gay- 
est voice, from the vtne-leafed shadows of the 
loggia. Brooklyn sat down beside her, gazing 
at her with his troubled blue eyes. Manisty 
descended to the walled garden, and walked up 
and down there smoking, a prey to disagreeable 
thoughts. 

After half an hour or so Reggie came down to 
the convent gate to look out for the rickety dil- 
igence which had undertaken to bring his bag 
from Orvieto. 
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Here he was overtaken by Lucy Poster, who 
seemed to have hurried after him. 

" How do yon do, Mr. Brooklyn ?" He turned 
sharply, and let her see a countenance singularly 
discomposed. 

They looked at each other a moment in silence. 
He noted with amazement her growth in beauty, 
in expression. But the sadness of the mouth and 
eyes tortured him afresh. 

" What ts the matter with her ?" he said abrupt- 
ly, dropping her timidly offered hand. 

"An old illness — mostly the heart," she said, 
with difficulty. " But I think the lungs are 
wrong too," 

"Why did she come here — why did you let 
her?" 

The roughness of his tone, the burning of his 
eyes made her draw back. 

" It seemed the best thing to do," she said, after 
a pause. "Of course, it was only done because 
she wished it." 
" Her people disapproved strongly !" 
" She would not consider that." 
"And here in this rough place — in this heat — 
how have you been able to look after her ?" said 
the young man passionately. 

"We have done what we could," said the girl 
humbly. " The Contessa Guerrini has been very 
kind. We constantly tried to persuade her to let 
us take her home ; but she couldn't bring herself 
to move." 

" It was madness," he said, between his teeth. 
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"And now — she looks as though she were gotog^ 
to die !" 

He gave a groan o£ angry grief. Lucy turned 
aside, leaning her arm against the convent gate- 
way, and her face upon it. The attitude was 
very touching ; but Brooklyn only stared at her 
in a blind wrath. "What did you ever come 
for ?" — was his thought — " making mischief ! — and 
robbing Eleanor of her due ! — It was a bad bar- 
gain she wanted, — but she might have been al- 
lowed to have him in peace. What did you come 
meddling for?" 

At that moment the door of the walled garden 
opened. Manisty came out into the court-yard. 
Brooklyn looked from him to Lucy with a tight 
lip, a fierce and flashing eye. 

He watched them meet. He saw Lucy's quick 
change of attitude, the return of hardness and 
composure. Manisty approached her. They dis- 
cussed some arrangement for the journey, in the 
cold tones of mere acquaintance. Not a sign of 
intimacy in manner or words ; beyond the forced 
intimacy of those who have for the moment a 
common task. 

When the short dialogue was over, Manisty 
mumbled something to Brooklyn to the effect 
that Father Benecke had some dinner for him at 
the house at the foot of the hill. But he did not 
wait for the young man's company. He hurried 
off with the slouching and yet swinging gait 
characteristic of him, his shoulders bent as it 
were under the weight of his great bead. The 
595 



.dbyGoogle 



youn^ iHan and the girt looked after him. Then 
Reggie turned impulsively, 

" I suppose it was that beastly book — partly — 
that knocked her up. What's he done with it 7" 

" He has given it up, I believe. I heard him 
say so to Eleanor." 

" And now I suppose he will condescend to go 
back to politics 7" 

" I know nothing of Mr. Manisty's affairs." 

The young man threw her a glance hrst of dis- 
trust — then of something milder and more friend- 
ly. They turned back to the convent together, 
Lucy answering his questions as to the place, the 
people, the Contessa, and so forth, 

A step, quick and gentle, overtook them. 

It was Father Benecke, who stopped and greet- 
ed them ; a venerable figure, as he bared his white 
head, and stood for a moment talking to Brooklyn 
under the great sycamore of the court-yard. He 
had now resumed his clerical dress ; not, indeed, 
the soutane ; but the common round collar, and 
long black coat of the non- Catholic countries. 
The little fact, perhaps, was typical of a general 
steadying and settling of his fortunes after the 
anguish of his great catastrophe. 

Lucy hardly spoke to him. His manner was soft 
and deprecating. And Miss Foster stood apart as 
though she liked neither it nor him. When he left 
them, to enter the convent, Reggie broke out : — 

" And how does he come to be here> I declare 
it's the most extraordinary tangle ! What's he 
doing in there?" 
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He nodded towards the building, which seemed 
to be still holding the sunlight of the day, so 
golden-white it shone under the evening sky, and 
against the engirdling forest. 

" Every night — almost — he comes to read with 
Eleanor." 

The young man stared. 

"I say — is she — is she going to become a 
Catholic ?" 

Lucy smiled. 

"You forget — don't you? They've excom- 
municated Father Benecke." 

"My word!— Yes! — I forgot. My chief was 
awfully excited about it. Well, I'm sure he's 
well quit of them!" — said the young man fer- 
vently. " They're doing their level best to pull 
this country about everybody's ears. And they'll 
be the first to suffer — thank Heaven ! — if they do 
upset the coach. And so it was Benecke that 
brought Manisty here?" 

Lucy's movement rebuked him ; made him feel 
himself an impertinent. 

" I believe so," she said coldly. " Good - night, 
Mr. Brooklyn. I must go in. There! — that's 
the stage coming down hilL" 

He went to tell the driver to set down his bag 
at the house by the bridge, and then he walked 
down the hill after the little rumbling carriage, 
his hands thrust into the pockets of his blue 
flannel coat. 

" She's not going to marry him ! — I'll bet any- 
thing she's not ! She's a girl of the right sort — 
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she's a brick, she is !" — he said to himself in a 
miserable, a savage exultation, kicking the stones 
o£ the road furiously down hill, after the dis- 
appearing diligence. " So that's how a woman 
looks when her heart's broken ! — Oh ! my God — 
Eleanor! — my poor, poor Eleanor !" 

And before he knew what had happened to 
htm, the young fellow found himself sitting in 
the darkness by the road-side, gp'appling with 
honest tears, that astonished and scandalized 
himself. 

Next day he was still more bewildered by the 
position of affairs. Eleanor was apparently so 
much better that he was disposed to throw scorn 
on his own burst of grief under the starlight. 
That was the first impression. Then she was 
apparently in Manisty's charge. Manisty sat 
with her, strolled with her, read to her from 
morning till night Never had their relations 
been more intimate, more affectionate. That 
was the second impression. 

Nevertheless, that some great change had taken 
place — above all in Eleanor — became abundantly 
evident to the young man's quickened percep- 
tion, before another twenty-four hours had passed 
away. And with this new sense returned the 
sense of irreparable tragedy. Eleanor stood 
alone — aloof from them all. The more unre- 
mitting, the more delicate was Manisty's care, 
the more tender was Lucy's devotion, the more 
plainly was Brooklyn aware of a pathetic, a mys- 
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terious isoIattoQ vhich seemed already to bring 
the chill of death into their little company. 

The boy's pain flowed back upon him, tenfold 
augmented. For seven or eight years he had 
seen in Eleanor Burgoyne the woman of ideal 
distinction by whom he judged all other women. 
The notion of falling in love with her would have 
seemed to him ridiculous. But his wife, when- 
ever he could indulge himself in such a luxury, 
must be like her. Meanwhile he was most naive- 
ly, most boyishly devoted to her. 

The sight of her now, environed as it were by 
the new and awful possibilities which her state 
suggested, was a touch upon the young man's 
nature, which seemed to throw all its energies 
into a fiery fusion, — concentrating them upon a 
changed and poignant affection, which rapidly 
absorbed his whole being. His pity for her was 
almost intolerable, his bitterness towards Manisty 
almost beyond his control. All very well for 
him now to be the guardian of her decline ! 
Whatever might be the truth about the Ameri- 
can girl, it was plain enough that while she could 
still reckon on the hopes and chances of the liv- 
ing, Eleanor had wasted her heart and powers 
on an egotist, only to reap ingratitude, and the 
deadly fruit of "benefits forgot." 

What chafed him most was that he had so lit- 
tle time with her ; that Manisty was always there. 
At last, two days after his arrival, he got an hour 
to himself while Manisty and Father Benecke 
were walking, and Lucy was with the Contessa. 
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He began to question her eagerly as to the 
future. With whom was she to pass the re- 
mainder of the year — and where ? 

" With my father and Aunt Pattie of course," 
said Eleanor, smiling. "It will be Scotland I 
suppose till November— then London." 

He was silent for a few moments, the color 
flooding his smooth fair face. Then he took her 
hand firmly, and with words and gestures that 
became him well, he solemnly asked her to marry 
him. He was not fit to tie her shoes; but he 
could take care of her ; he could be her courier, 
her traveUing companion, her nurse, her slave. 
He implored her to listen to him. What was 
her father to her? — he asked her plainly — when 
had he ever considered her, as she should be con- 
sidered? Let her only trust herself to him. 
Never, never should she repent that she had 
done him such an inconceivable honor. Hang 
the diplomatic service ! He had some money ; 
with her own it would be enough. He would 
take her to Egypt or the Cape. That would re- 
vive her. 

Eleanor heard him very calmly. 

"You dear,dear boy t" she said, when he paused 
for lack of breath. " You remind me of that 
pretty story — don't you remember? — only it was 
the other way about — of Lord Giffard and Lady 
Dufferin. He was dying — and she married him 
— that she might be with him to the end. That's 
right — for the woman. It's her natural part to 
be the nurse. Do you think I'm going to let 
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you ruin your career to come and nurse me? 
Oh ! you foolish Reggie !" 

But he implored her; and after a while she 
grew restless. 

" There's only one thing in the world you can 
do for rae ! — " she said at last, pushing him away 
from her in her agitation. 

Then reaching out from her sofa, she opened 
a drawer in a little table beside her, and took 
out a double photograph - case, folded together. 
She opened it and held it out to him. 

"There! — help me bring those two together, 
Reggie — and I'll give you even more of my .heart 
than I do now !" 

He stared, open - mouthed and silent, at the 
portraits, at the delicate, illumined face. 

"Come here" — she said, drawing him back 
towards her. " Come and let us talk." 

Meanwhile Manisty and Father Benecke were 
climbing the long hill, on the return from their 
walk. There had been no full confidence be- 
tween these two. Manisty's pride would not 
allow it. There was too sharp humiliation at 
present in the thought of that assurance with 
which he had spoken to Benecke by the river- 
side. 

He chose, therefore, when they were alone, 
rather to talk to the priest of his own affairs, of 
his probable acceptance of the Old Catholic offers 
which bad been made him. Benecke did not re- 
sent the perfunctory manner of his talk, the half- 
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mind that be gave to it. The priest's shrewd 
humility made no claims. He understood per- ' 
fectly that the catastrophe of his own life could 
have no vital interest for a man absorbed as 
Maoisty was then absorbed. He submitted to 
its being made a topic, a passe-temps. 

Moreover, he forgave, he had always forgiven 
Manisty's dominant attitude towards the forces 
which had trampled on himself. Often he had 
felt himself the shipwrecked sailor sinking in 
the waves, while Manisty as the cool spectator 
was hobnobbing with the wreckers on the shore. 
But nothing of this affected his love for the 
man. He loved him as Vanbrugh Neal had 
loved him ; because of a certain charm, a cer- 
tain indestructible youth and irresponsibility at 
the very heart of him, which redeemed half his 
errors, 

"Ah ! my dear friend," Manisty was saying as 
they neared the top of the hill — with his largest 
and easiest gesture ; " of course you must go to 
Bonn ; you must do what they want you to do. 
The Old Catholics will make a great deal of you. 
It might have been much worse." 

"They are very kind. But one transplants 
badly at sixty-six," said the priest mildly, think- 
ing perhaps of his little home in the street of his 
Bavarian town, of the pupils he should see no 
more, of the old sister who had deserted him. 

" Your book has been the success," said Man- 
isty, impatiently. " For you said what you meant 
to say — you hit your mark. As for me — well. 
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never mind ! I came out in too hot a temper ; 
the men I saw first were too plausible ; the facts 
have been too many for me. No matter ! It was 
an adventure like any other. I don't regret it! 
In itself, it gave one some exciting moments, and, 
— if I mistook the battle here — I shall still fight 
the English battle all the better for the experi- 
ence ! Allans done ! — 'To-morrow to fresh woods 
and pastures new!' " 

The priest looked at his handsome reckless air, 
with a mixture of indulgence and repulsion. 
Manisty was "an honorable man," of many gifts. 
If certain incalculable elements in his character 
could be controlled, place and fame were proba- 
blybefore htm. Compared with him, the priest 
realized profoundly his own meaner, obscurer 
destiny. The humble servant of a heavenly pa- 
tria, of an unfathomable truth, is no match for 
these intellectual soldiers of fortune. He does 
not judge them ; he often feels towards them a 
strange forbearance. But he would sooner die 
than change parts ! 

As the convent came in sight, Manisty paused. 

" You are going in to see her 7' 

The priest assented. 

" Then I will come up later." 

They parted, and Father Benecke entered the 
convent alone. 

Five days more ! Would anything happen^^r 

nothing? Manisty's wounded vanity held him 

at arm's - length ; Miss Foster could not f or- 
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give him. But the priest knew Eleanor's heart ; 
and what else he did not know he divined. All 
rested with the American girl, with the wounded 
tenderness, the upright independence of a nature, 
which, as the priest frankly confessed to himself, 
he did not understand. 

He was not, indeed, without pricks of con- 
science with regard to her. Supposing that she 
ultimately yielded? It was he who would have 
precipitated the solution ; he who would in truth 
have given her to Manisty. Might h& not, in so 
doing, have succored the one life only to risk the 
other ? Were Manisty's the hands in which to 
place a personality so noble and so trusting as 
that of the young girl ? 

But these qualms did not last long. As we 
have seen, he had an invincible tenderness for 
Manisty. And in his priestly view women were 
the adjuncts and helpers of men. Woman is 
born to trouble; and the risks that she must take 
grow with her. Why fret about the less or more ? 
His own spiritual courage would not have shrunk 
from any burden that love might lay upon it. In 
his Christian stoicism — the man of the world 
might have called it a Christian insensibility — he 
answered for Lucy. 

Why suppose that she would shrink, or ought 
to shrink E Eve's burden is anyway enormous ; 
and the generous heart scorns a grudging fore- 
sight. 

As to Mrs. Burgoyne — ah ! there at least he 

might be sure that be had not dared in vain, 
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While Lucy was steel to him, Sleanor not only 
forgave him, but was grateful to him with a 
frankness that only natures so pliant and so sweet 
have the gift to show. In a few hours, as it 
seemed to him, she had passed from fevered an- 
guish into a state which held him often spell- 
bound before her, so consonant was it to the 
mystical instincts of his own life. He thought of 
her with the tenderest reverence, the most sacred 
rejoicing. Through his intercourse with her, 
moreover, while he guided and sustained her, he 
had been fighting his own way back to the sure 
ground of spiritual hope and confidence. God 
had not withdrawn from him the divine message ! 
He was about to step forth into the wilderness ; 
but this light went with him. 

On the stairs leading to Mrs. Burgoyne's rooms 
he met Reggie Brooklyn coming down. The 
young man's face was pale and strained. The 
priest asked him a question, but he ran past with' 
out an answer. 

Eleanor was alone on the loggia. It was past 
eight o'clock, and the trees in the court-yard and 
along the road were alive with fire-flies. Over- 
head was the clear incomparable sky, faintly 
pricked with the first stars. Some one was sing- 
ing "Santa Lucia" in the distance; and there 
was the twanging of a guitar. 

"Shall I go away?" he said, standing beside 
her. "You wished me to come. But you are 
fatigued." 

She gave him her hand languidly. 
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" Don't go, Father. But let me rest a little." 

" Pay me no attention," he said. " I have my 
office." 

He took out his breviary, and there was silence. 

After a while, when he could no longer see 
even the red letters of his little book and was 
trusting entirely to memory, Eleanor said, with 
a sudden clearness of voice, — 

"A strange thing happened to me to-day, 
Father. I thought I would tell you. For many 
many years I have been haunted by a kind of re- 
current vision. I think it must have come, to 
begin with, from the influence of a clergyman — a 
very stem, imaginative, exacting man — who pre- 
pared me for confirmation. Suddenly I see the 
procession of the Cross; the Lord in front, with 
the Crown of Thorns dripping with blood; the 
thieves following; the crowd, the daughters of 
Jerusalem. Nothing but that— but always very 
vivid, the colors as bright as the colors of a Van 
Eyck — and bringing with it an extraordinary 
sense of misery and anguish — of everything that 
one wants to forget and refuse in life. The man to 
whom I trace it was a saint, but a forbidding one. 
He made me afraid of him ; afraid of Christiani- 
ty. I believed, but I never loved. And when his 
influence was withdrawn, I threw it all behind 
me, in a great hurry. But this impression re- 
mained — like a nightmare. I remember the day 
I was presented ; there, in the midst of all the 
feathers and veils and coronets, was the vision, — 
and the tumult of ghastly and crushing thoughts 
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that spread from it. I remember hating Christi- 
anity that day ; and its influence in the world. 

"Last night, just before the dawn, I looked 
out; and there was the vision again, sweeping over 
the forests, and up into the clouds that hung over 
Monte Amiata. And I hated it no more. There 
was no accompanying horror. It seemed to me 
as natural as the woods; as the just -kindling 
light. And my own soul seemed to be rapt into 
the procession — the dim and endless procession 
of all times and nations — and to pass away with 
it, — I knew not where. . . ." 

Her voice fell softly, to a note of dream. 

"That was an omen," he said, after a pause, 
" an omen of peace," 

" I don't know, — but it soothed ! As to what 
may be true, Father, — you can't be certain any 
more than I ! But at least our dreams are true 
— to lis." ..." We make the heaven we hope in- 
deed our home ! All to the good if we wake up 
in it after all ! If not, the dream will have had 
its own use here. Why should we Sght so with 
our ignorance ? The point is, as to the quality of 
our dreams ! The quality of mine was once all 
dark — all misery. Now, there is a change, — like 
the change from London drizzle and rain to the 
clearness of this sky, which gives beauty to ev- 
erything beneath it. But, for me, it is not the 
first time — no, not the first " 

The words were no longer audible, her hands 
pressed against each other, and he traced that 
sudden rigidity in her dim face which meant 
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that she was defending herself against emo- 
tion. 

"It is all true, my friend," he said, bending 
over her, — "the gospel of Christ. You would be 
happier if you could accept it simply." 

She opened her eyes, smiling, but she did not 
reply. She was always eager that he should read 
and talk to her, and she rarely argued. But he 
never felt that intellectually he had much hold 
upon her. Her mind seemed to him to be moving 
elusivelyin a sphere remote and characteristic, 
where he could seldom follow. Anima naturali- 
ter Christiana; yet with a most stoic readiness 
to face the great uncertainties, the least flatter- 
ing possibilities of existence : so she often ap- 
peared to him. 

Presently she dragged herself higher in her 
chair to look at the moon rising above the east- 
ern mass of the convent. 

" It all gives me such extraordinary pleasure!" 
she said, as though in wonder — " The moon — the 
fire-flies— those beautiful woods — your kindness 
— Lucy in her white dress, when I see her there 
at the door. I know how short it must be ; and 
a few weeks ago I enjoyed nothing. What mys- 
tery are we part of? — that moves and changes 
without our will. I was much touched, Father, 
by all you said to me that great, great day; but 
I was not conscious of yielding to you; nor after- 
wards. Then, one night, I went to sleep in one 
mind; I woke up in another. The ' grace of God,' 
you think? — or the natural welling back of the 
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river, little by little, to its natural bed? After 
all I never wilfully hurt or defied anybody before 
that I can remember. But what are ' grace ' and 
' nature ' more than words ? There is a Life, — 
which our life perpetually touches and guesses 
at — like a child fingering a closed room in the 
dark. What else do we know ?" 

" We know a great deal more," he said firmly. 
" But I don't want to weary you by talking." ■ 

" You don't weary me. Ah !" — her voice leaped 
— " what is true — is the ' dying to live ' of Chris- 
tianity. One moment, you have the weight of 
the world upon you ; the next, as it were, you 
dispose of the world and all in it. Just an act of 
the will ! — and the thing verifies itself like any 
chemical experiment. Let me go on — go on !" 
she said, with mystical intensity. " If the clew 
is anywhere it is there,~-so far my mind goes 
with you. Other races perceive it through other 
forms. But Christ offered it to us." 

" My dear friend," said the priest tenderly — 
" He offers us Himself." 

She smiled, most brightly, 

" Don't quarrel with me — with my poor words. 
He is there — there t" — she said under her breath. 

And be saw the motion of her white fingers 
towards her breast. 

Afterwards he sat beside her for some time in 
silence, thinking of the great world of Rome, and 
of his long conflict there. 

Form after form appeared to him of those men, 
stupid or acute, holy or wordly, learned or igno- 
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rant, who at the heart of Catholicism are engaged 
in that amazing struggle with knowledge, which 
perhaps represents the only condition under 
which knowledge — 'the awful and irresistible — 
can in the long run safely incorporate itself with 
the dense mass of human life. He thought of 
scholar after scholar crushed by the most incom- 
petent of judges ; this man silenced by a great 
post, that man by exile, one through the best of 
his nature, another through the worst. He saw 
himself sitting side by side with one of the most 
eminent theologians of the Roman Church ; be 
recalled the little man, black-hatred, lively, cor^ 
pulent, a trifle underhung, with a pleasant lisp 
and a merry eye ; he remembered the incredible 
conversation, the sense of difficulty and shame 
under which he had argued some of the common- 
places of biology and primitive history, as edu- 
cated Europe understands them; the half-patron- 
izing, half -impatient glibness of the other. — 

" Ob \ you know better, my son, than I, how to 
argue these things ; you are more learned, of 
course. But it is only a matter for the Catechism 
after all. Obey, my friend, obey! — there is no 
more to be said." 

And his own voice — tremulous : 

" I would obey if I could. But unhappy as I 
am, to betray truths that are as evident to me as 
the sun in heaven would make me still unhap- 
pier. The fate that threatens me is frightful. 
Ader ich kann nickt anders. The truth holds me 
in a vise." — 
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" Let me give you a piece of counsel. You sit 
too close to your books. You read and read, — 
you spin yourself into your own views like a co- 
coon. Travel — hear what others say — above all, 
go into retreat ! No one need know. It would 
do you much good." 

" Eminence, I don't only study ; I pray and 
meditate; I take pains to hear all that my oppo- 
nents say. But my heart stands firm." 

" My son, the tribunal of the Pope is the tri- 
bunal of Christ. You are judged ; submit ! If 
not, I am sorry — I regret deeply — but the conse- 
quence is certain," 

And then his own voice, in its last wrestle — 

" The penalty that approaches me appears to 
me more terrible the nearer it comes. Like the 
Preacher — ' I have judged him happiest who is 
not yet born, nor doth he see the ills that are 
done under the sun.' Eminence, give me yet a 
little time." 

"A fortnight — gladly. But that is the utmost 
limit. My son, make the 'sacrificium intellec- 
tus!' — and make it willingly." 

Ah! — and then the yielding, and the treachery, 
and the last blind stroke for truth! — 

What was it which had undone him — which 
was now strangling the mental and moral life of 
half Christendom ? 

Was it the certainty of the Roman Church ; 

that conception of life which stakes the all of 

life upon the carnal and outward ; upon a date, 

an authorship, a miracle, an event ? 

611 



.dbyGoogle 



Perhaps his own certainty, at bottom, had not 
been so very different. 

But here, beneath his eyes, in this dying wom- 
an, was another certainty; erect amid all confu- 
sion ; a certainty of the spirit. 

And looking along the future, he saw the battle 
of the certainties, traditional, scientific, moral, 
ever more defined ; and believed, like all the rest 
of us, in that particular victory, for which he 
hoped ! 

Late that night, when all their visitors were 
gone, Eleanor showed unusual animation. She 
left her sofa ; she walked up and down their little 
sitting-room, giving directions to Marie about 
the journey home ; and at last she informed them 
with a gayety that made mock of their opposition 
that she had made all arrangements to start very 
early the following morning to visit the doctor 
in Orvieto who had attended her in June. Lucy 
protested and implored, but soon found that 
everything was settled, and Eleanor was deter- 
mined. She was to go alone with Marie, in the 
Contessa's carriage, starting almost with the 
dawn so as to avoid the heat : to spend the hot 
noon under shelter at Orvieto ; and to return in 
the evening. Lucy pressed at least to go with 
her. So it appeared had the Contessa. But Elea- 
nor would have neither. "I drive most days, and 
it does me no harm," she said, almost with tem- 
per. " Do let me alone !" 

When she returned, Manisty was lounging un- 
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der the trees of the court-yard waiting for her. 
He had spent a dull and purposeless day, which 
for a man of his character and in his predica- 
ment had been hard to bear. His patience was 
ebbing ; his disappointment and despair were 
fast getting beyond control. All this Eleanor 
saw in his face as she dismounted. 

Lucy, who had been watching for her all the 
afternoon, was at the moment for some reason 
or other with Reggie in the village. 

Eleanor, with her hand on Marie's arm, tottered 
across the court-yard. At the convent door her 
strength failed her. She turned to Manisty. 

" I can't walk up these stairs. Do you think 
you could carry me? I am very light." 

Struck with sudden emotion he threw his arms 
round her. She yielded like a tired child. He, 
who had instinctively prepared himself for a cer- 
tain weight, was aghast at the ease with which 
he lifted her. Her head, in its pretty black hat, 
fell against his breast. Her eyes closed. He 
wondered if she had fainted. 

He carried her to her room, and laid her on the 
sofa there. Then he saw that she had not faint- 
ed, and that her eyes followed him. As he was 
about to leave her to Marie, who was moving 
about in Lucy's room next door, she touched 
him on the arm, 

" You may speak again — to-morrow," she said, 
nodding at him with a friendly smile. 

His face in its sudden flash of animation reflect- 
ed the permission. He pressed her hand tenderly. 
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" Waa your doctor useful to you ?" 

" Oh yes ; it is hard to think as much of a pre- 
scription in Italian as in English — but that's one's 
insular way." 

" He thought you no worse ?" 

" Why should one believe him if he did ?" she 
said evasively. " No one knows as much as one's 
self. Ah ! there is Lucy, I think you must bid 
us good-night. I am too tired for talking." 

As he left the room Eleanor settled down hap- 
pily on her pillow. 

" The first and only time !" she thought. " My 
heart on his — my arms round his neck. There 
must be impressions that outlast all others. I 
shall manage to put them all away at the end — 
but that." 

When Lucy came in, she declared she was not 
very much exhausted. As to the doctor she was 
silent. 

But that night, when Lucy bad been for some 
time in bed, and was still sleepless with anxiety 
and sorrow, the door opened and Eleanor ap- 
peared. She was in her usual white wrapper, 
and her fair hair, now much touched with gray, 
was loose on her shoulders. 

" Oh ! can I do anything Y' cried Lucy, starting 
up: 

Eleanor came up to her, laid a hand on her 
shoulder, bade her " be still," and brought a chair 
for herself. She had put down her candle on a 
table which stood near, and Lucy could see the 
sombre agitation of her face. 
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" How long ?" she said, bending over the girl — 
** hov long are you going to break my heart and 
his?" 

The words were spoken with a violence which 
convulsed her whole frail form. Lucy sprang up, 
and tried to throw her arms round her. But 
Eleanor shook her off. 

" No — no ! Let us have it out. Do you see ?" 
She let the wrapper slip from her shoulders. She 
showed the dark hollows under the wasted collar- 
bones, the knifelike shoulders, the absolute dis- 
appearance of all that bad once made the differ- 
ence between grace and emaciation. She held 
up her hands before the girl's terrified eyes. The 
skin was still white and delicate, otherwise they 
were the hands of a skeleton. 

" You can look at that" she said fiercely under 
her breath — " and then insult me by refusing to 
marry the man you love, because you choose to 
remember that I was once in love with him ! It 
is an outrage to associate such thoughts with me 
— as though one should make a rival of some one 
in her shroud. It hurts and tortures me every 
hour to know that you have such notions in your 
mind. It holds me back from peace — it chains 
me down to the flesh, and to earth." 

" Eleanor !" cried the girl in entreaty, catching 
at her bands. But Eleanor stood firm, 

" Tell me," she said peremptorily — " answer me 

truly, as one must answer people in my state — 

you do love him ? If I had not been here — if I 

had not stood in your way — you would have al- 
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lowed him his chaace — you vould have married 
him ?" 

Lucy bent her head upon her knees, forcing 
herself to composure. 

" How can I answer that ? I can never thint 
of him, except as having brought pain to you." 

"Yes, dear, you can," cried Eleanor, throwing 
herself on her knees, and folding the girl in her 
arms. " You can ! It is no fault of his that I am 
like this — none — none ! The doctor told me this 
afternoon that the respite last year was only ap- 
parent. The mischief has always been there — the 
end quite certain. All my dreams and disappoint- 
ments and foolish woman's notions have vanished 
from me like smoke. There isn't one of them left. 
What should a woman in my condition do with 
such things ? But what is left is love — for you and 
him. Oh ! not the old love," she said impatiently — 
persuading, haranguing herself no less than Lucy 
— " not an ounce of it ! But a love that suffers so 
— in his suffering and yours ! A love that won't 
let me rest; that is killing me before the time!" 

She began to walk wildly up and down. Lucy 
sprang up, threw on some clothes, and gradually 
persuaded her to go back to her own room. When 
she was in bed again, utterly exhausted, Lucy's 
face — bathed in tears — approached hers : 

" Tell me what to do. Have I ever refused you 
anything ?" 

The morning broke pure and radiant over the 
village and the forest. The great slopes of wood 
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were in a deep and misty shadow ; the river, 
shrunk to a thread again, scarcely chattered with 
its stones. A fresh wind wandered through the 
trees and over the new-reaped fields. 

The Angelus had been rung long ago. There 
was the bell beginning for mass. Lucy slipped 
out into a cool world, already alive with all 
the primal labors. The children and the moth- 
ers and the dogs were up ; the peasants among 
the vines ; the men with their peaked hats, the 
women shrouded from the sun under the heavy 
folds of their cotton head - gear ; turned and 
smiled as she passed by. They liked the Sig- 
norina, and they were accustomed to her early 
walks. 

On the hill she met Father Benecke coming up 
to mass. Her cheek reddened, and she stopped 
to speak to him. 

" You are out early, mademoiselle ?" 

" It is the only time to walk." 

" Ah ! yes — you are right." 

At which a sudden thought made the priest 
start. He looked down. But this time, he at 
least was innocent ! 

" You are coming in to tea with us this after- 
noon, Father ?" 

"If mademoiselle does me the honor to invite 
me." 

The girl laughed. 

"We shall expect you." 

Then she gave him her hand — a shy yet kind 

look from her beautiful eyes, and went her way. 
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She had forgiven him, and the priest walked on 
with a cheered mind. 

Meanwhile Lucy pushed her way into the fast- 
nesses of the Sassetto. In its very heart she 
found a green overgrown spot where the rocks 
made a sort of natural chair ; one great block 
leaning forward overhead ; a flat seat, and mossy 
arms on either side. 

Here she seated herself. The winding path ran 
above her bead. She could be perceived from it, 
but at this hour what fear of passers by ? 

She gave herself up to the rush o£ memory and 
fear. 

She had travelled far in these four months I 

" Is this what it always means ? — coming to 
Europe ?" she asked herself with a laugh that 
was not gay, while her fingers pulled at a tuft of 
hart's-tongue that grew in a crevice beside her. 

And then in a ilash she looked on into her 
destiny. She thought of Manisty with a yearn- 
ing, passionate heart, and yet with a kind of 
terror; of the rich, incalculable, undisciplined 
nature, with all its capricious and Self - willed 
power, its fastidious demands, its practical weak- 
ness ; the man's brilliance and his folly. She 
envisaged herself laden with the responsibility 
of being his wife; and it seemed to her beyond 
her strength. One moment he appeared to her 
so much above and beyond her that it was ri- 
diculous he should stoop to her. The next she 
felt, as it were, the weight of his life upon her 
hands, and told herself that she could not bear it. 
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And then — and then — it was all very well, but 
if she had not come — if Eleanor had never seen 
her 

Her head fell back into a mossy corner of the 
rock. Her eyes were blind with tears. From the 
hill came the rumble of an ox - wagon with the 
shouts of the drivers. 

But another sound was nearer ; the sound of a 
man's step upon the path. An exclamation — a 
leap— and before she could replace the hat she 
had taken off, or hide the traces of her tears, 
Manisty was beside her. 

She sat up, staring at him in a bewildered si- 
lence. He too was silent,— only she saw the la- 
boring of his breath. 

But at last— 

" I will not force myself upon you," he said, in 
a voice haughty and self-restrained, that barely 
reached her ears. " I will go at once if you bid 
me go." 

Then, as she still said nothing, he came nearer. 

" You don't send me away ?" 

She made a little despairing gesture that said, 
" I can't !" — but so sadly, that it did not encour- 
age him. 

" Lucy !" — he said, trembling — " are you going 
to take the seal off my lips — to give me my chance 
at last ?" 

To that, only the answer of her eyes, — so sweet, 
so full of sorrow. 

He stooped above her, his whole nature torn 
between love and doubt. 
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" You hear me," he said, in low, broken tones — 
" but you think yourself a traitor to listen?" 

'* And how could I not ?" she cried, with a sud- 
den sob. And then she found her speech ; her 
heart unveiled itself. 

" If I had never, never come ! — It is my fault 
that she Ls dying — only, only my fault!" 

And she turned away from him to hide her face 
and eyes against the rock, in such an agony of 
feeling that he almost despaired. 

He controlled himself sharply, putting aside 
passion, collecting his thoughts for dear life. 

"You are the most innocent, the most true of 
tender friends. It is in her name that I say to 
you — Lucy, be kind ! Lucy, dare to love me !" 

She raised her arm suddenly and pointed to the 
ground between them. 

"There!"— she said under her breath, "I see 
her there ! — lying dead between us !" 

He was struck with horror, realizing in what a 
grip this sane and simple nature must feel itself 
before it could break into such expression. What 
could he do or say ? 

He seated himself beside her, he took her hands 
by force. 

" Lucy, I know what you mean. I won't pre- 
tend that I don't know. You think that I ought 
to have married my cousin — that if you had not 
been there, I should have married her. I might, 
— not yet, but after some time, — it is quite true 
that it might have happened. Would it have 
made Eleanor happy ? You saw me at the villa—* 
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as I am. You know well, that even as a friend, 
I constantly disappointed her. There seemed 
to be a fate upon us which made me torment 
and wound her when I least intended it. I 
don't defend myself, — and Heaven knows I don't 
blame Eleanor ! I have always believed that 
these things are mysterious, predestined — mat- 
ters of temperament deeper than our will. I 
was deeply, sincerely attached to Eleanor — yet ! 
— when you came — after those first few weeks 
— the falsity of the whole position flashed upon 
me. And there was the book. It seemed to 
me sometimes that the only way of extricatingf 
us all was to destroy the book, and — and — all 
that it implied — or might have been thought 
to imply, — " he added hurriedly. "Oh! you 
needn't tell me that I was a blundering and self- 
ish fool ! We have all got into a horrible coil — 
and I can't pose before you if I would. But it 
isn't Eleanor that would hold you back from me, 
Lucy — it isn't Eleanor ! — answer me ! — ^you know 
that ?" 

He held her almost roughly, scanning her face 
in an agony that served him well. 

Her lips moved piteously, in words that he 
could not hear. But her hands lay passive in his 
grasp ; and he hastened on. 

"Ever since that Nemi evening, Lucy, I have 
been a new creature. I will tell you no lies. I 
won't say that I never loved any woman before 
you, I will have no secrets from you— you shall 
know all, if you want to know. But I do say that 
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every passion I ever knew in my first youth seems 
to me now a mere apprenticeship to loving you ! 
You have become my life — my very heart. If 
anything is to be made of a fellow like me — it's 
you that'll give me a chance, Lucy. Oh! my 
dear — don't turn from me ! It's Eleanor's voice 
speaks in mine — listen to us both !" 

Her color came and went. She swayed tow- 
ards him, fascinated by his voice, conquered by 
the mere exhaustion of her long struggle, held 
in the grasp of that compulsion which Eleanor 
had laid upon her. 

Manisty perceived her weakness; his eyes 
flamed ; his arm closed round her. 

" I had an instinct — a vision," he said, almost 
in her ear, " when I set out. The day dawned 
on me like a day of consecration. The sun was 
another sun — the earth reborn. I took up my 
pilgrimage again — looking for Lucy — as I have 
looked for her the last sii weeks. And every- 
thing led me right — the breeze and the woods 
and the birds. They were all in league with me. 
They pitied me — they told me where Lucy 

The low, rushing words ceased a moment. 
Manisty looked at her, took both her hands 
again. 

" But they couldn't tell me " — he murmured — 
"how to please her — how to make her kind to 
me — make her listen to me. Lucy, whom shall 
I go to for that r 

She turned away her face ; her hands released 
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themselves. Manisty hardly breathed till she 
said, with a trembling mouth, and a little sob 
now and then between the words — 

" It is all so strange to me — so strange and so 
— so doubtful ! If there were only some one here 
from my own people, — some one who could ad- 
vise me ! Is it wise for you — for us both ? You 
know I'm so different from you — and you'll find 
it out perhaps, more and more. And if you did 
— and were discontented with me — I can't be 
sure that I could always iit myself to you. I 
was brought up so that — that — I can't alvays be 
as easy and pleasant as other girls. My mother 
— she stood by herself often — and I with her. 
She was a grand nature — but I'm sure you would 
have thought her extravagant — and perhaps 
hard. And often I feel as though I didn't know 
myself, — what there might be in me. I know 
I'm often very stubborn. Suppose — in a few 
years " 

Her eyes came back to him ; searching and 
interrogating that bent look of his, in which her 
whole being seemed held. 

What was it Manisty saw in her troubled face 
that she could no longer conceal ? He made no 
attempt to answer her words ; there was another 
language between them. He gave a cry. He 
put forth a tender violence; and Lucy yielded. 
She found herself in his arms ; and all was said. 

Yet when she withdrew herself, she was in 

tears. She took his hand and kissed it wildly, 

hardly knowing what she was doing. But her 
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heart turned to Eleanor ; and it was Eleanor's 
voice in her ears that alone commanded and ab- 
solved her. 

As they strolled home, Manisty's mood was o£ 
the wildest and gayest. He would hear of no 
despair about his cousin. 

" We will take her home — you and I. We will 
get the very best advice. It isn't — it sha'n't be 
as bad as you think !" 

And out of mere reaction from her weeks of 
anguish, she believed him, she hoped again. Then 
he turned to speculate on the voyage to America 
he must now make, on his first interviews with 
Grayridge and Uncle Ben. 

" Shall I make a good impression ? How shall 
I be received? I am certain you gave your uncle 
the worst accounts of me." 

"I guess Uncle Ben will judge for himself," 
she said, reddening ; thankful all the same to re- 
member that among her uncle's reticent, old- 
fashioned ways none was more marked than his 
habit of destroying all but an infinitesimal frac- 
tion of his letters. " He read all those speeches 
of yours, last year. You'll have to think — how 
you're going to get over it." 

" Well, you have brought me on my knees to 
Italy," he said, laughing. " Must I now go bare- 
foot to the tomb of Washington ?" 

She looked at him with a little smile, that 
showed him once more the Lucy of the villa. 

" You do seem to make mistakes, don't you ?" 
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she said gently. But then her hand nestled shy- 
ly into his ; and without words, her heart vowed 
the true woman's vow to love him and stand by 
him always, for better for worse, through error 
and success, through fame or failure. In truth 
her inexperience had analyzed the man to whom ' 
she had pledged herself far better than he im- 
agined. Did her love for him indeed rest partly 
on a secret sense of vocation? — a profound, in- 
articulate divining of bis vast, his illimitable 
need for such a one as she to love him? 

Meanwhile Eleanor and Reggie and Father 
Benecke waited breakfast on the loggia. They 
were all under the spell of a common excite- 
ment, a common restlessness, 

Eleanor had discarded her sofa. She moved 
about the loggia, now looking down the road, now 
gathering a bunch of rose-pink oleanders for her 
white dress. The frou-frou of her soft skirts ; 
her happy agitation ; the flush on her cheek ; — 
neither of the men who were her companions 
ever forgot them afterwards. 

Manisty, it appeared, had taken coffee with 
Father Benecke at six, and had then strolled up 
the Sassetto path with his cigarette. Lucy had 
been out since the first church bells. Father 
Benecke reported his meeting with her on the 
road. 

Eleanor listened to him with a sort of gay 
self-restraint. 

"Yes — I know" — she said, nodding — "I know. 
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— Reggie, there is a glorious tuft of carnations 
in that pot in the cloisters. Ask Mamma Doni 
if we may have them. Ecco — take her a lira for 
the baby. I must have them for the table." 

And soon the little white -spread breakfast- 
table, with it rolls and fruit, was aglow with 
flowers, and a little bunch lay on each plate. The 
loggia was in festa; and the morning sun flick- 
ered through the vine-leaves on the bright table, 
and the patterns of the brick floor. 

"There — there they are! — Reggie! — Father! 
— leave me a minute ! Quick — into the garden ! 
We will call you directly." 

And Reggie, looking back with a gulp from 
the garden -stairs, saw her leaning over the loggia, 
waving her handkerchief ; the flgure in its light 
dress, tossed a little by the morning breeze, the 
51-ft muslin and lace eddying round it. 

They mounted. Lucy entered first. 

She stood on the threshold a moment, looking 
at Eleanor with a sweet and piteous appeal. 
Then her young foot ran, her arms opened ; and 
with the tender dignity of a mother rejoicing 
over her child Eleanor received her on her 



By easy stages Manisty and Lucy took Mrs. 
Burgoyne to England. At the end of August 
Lucy returned to the States with her friends; 
and in October she and Manisty were married. 

Mrs. Burgoyne lived through the autumn ; and 

in November she hungered so pitifully for the 
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South that by a great effort she was moved to 
Rome. There she took up her quarters in the 
house of the Contessa Guerrini, who lavished on 
her last days all that care and affection could 
bestow. 

Eleanor drove out once more towards the 
Alban Hills; she looked once more on the slopes 
of Marinata and the white crown of Monte Cavo ; 
the Roman sunshine shed round her once more 
its rich incomparable light. In December Man- 
isty and Lucy were expected ; but a week before 
they came she died. 

A German Old Catholic priest journeyed from 
a little town in Switzerland to her burial; and a 
few days later the two beings she had loved stood 
beside her grave. They had many and strong 
reasons to remember her; but for one reason 
above all others, for her wild flight to Torre 
Amiata, the only selfish action of her whole life, 
was she — at least, in Lucy's heart — through all 
the years that followed, the more passionately, 
the more tragically beloved. 
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